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PREFATORY NOTE 

About twenty years ago Mrs Bridell Fox undertook to 
write the biography of her father, W. J. Fox, the orator, 
minister, and reformer, in pursuance of a long-cherished 
project, which thirty years earUer, as Dr Gamett states 
in Chapter I., had drawn from Robert Browning the 
message : " . . . there would be one book better than any 
now to be got here or elsewhere, and all out of a great 
English head and heart, — those Memoirs you engaged to 
give us ? " But though Mrs Bridell Fox had accumulated 
much MSS. material, in the shape of family letters, note- 
books, etc., and made copious extracts from thepoUtical 
and religious Uterature of the day that bore indirectly on 
Fox's many pubUc activities, she never succeeded in 
digesting these records. By her will these documents 
passed to Dr Gamett, who had long taken an interest in 
the projected " Life " and had written the article on 
W. J. Fox in the Dictionary of National Biography. 

Occupied with many hterary plans and projects in his 
latter years, Dr Gamett, at his death in April 1906, had 
only brought Fox's biography down to the period 1840, 
and the task of completing the book devolved on another 
hand. The present writer, who has only found broken 
hours to devote to the work, frankly admits that his 
qualifications are slight. He must plead that the docu- 
mentary records, fragmentary and imperfect, should have 
been utilised in the 'sixties by a member of Fox's 
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circle, a biographer who could have supplemented the 
serious gaps in the personal papers by actual knowledge 
of the men and mental atmosphere they record. It is 
with this apology that Dr Gamett's last work — a Uterary 
labour of love — is given to the pubUc. E. G. 

August 1909. 



INTRODUCTION 

The period covered by Fox's life, 1786-1864, is one of 
the most confused in our social history. We see the social 
organisation of the preceding century wearing out like an 
old garment, being patched up anew, and giving out afresh 
at the seams. The aristocratic governing system holds to- 
gether, like some old-fashioned dam with stout and rotting 
timbers assailed by the long pent-up force of accumulating 
waters ; and indeed for over sixty years (1786-1848) it defied 
both the democratic pressure near at hand and the back- 
wash of the European revolutionary movements abroad. 
Scientific discoveries, the growth of the manufactories, 
and the exploitation of the industrial masses during and 
after the Napoleonic Wars were followed in England by 
a prolonged economic crisis, the final degradation of the 
agricultural labourer, and the battle of the land-owning 
class to maintain its privileges, and keep political power 
in its hands. Simultaneously with the rending and 
enforced expansion of the social order, the old faiths were 
confronted with new, ugly problems, and the failure of 
ancient creeds to find an answer for teeming social evils 
undermined the foundations of religious beUef . Problems 
of reform, administrative, economic, educational, ecclesi- 
astical, agitated all thinking heads. Literature was filled 
with social polemics, and writers as spiritually alien as 
Shelley and Dickens, Bentham and Ruskin, Carlyle and 
Disraeli, all were busy criticising, renovating or demolish- 
ing the old social structure. Like yeast in the national 
dough the pre- and early Victorian reformers, dissatisfied, 

fearless, conscientious spirits, were spreading everywhere 

. • 
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INTRODUCTION ix 

combat the dead-weight of conventional opinion, reUgious 
superstition and social prejudice which consigned extreme 
and fanatical propagandists such as Carlile the book- 
seller and G. J. Holyoake to the jail. Never an extremist 
of this type, Fox was, however, as fearless as they, and his 
chief work was the popularisation of humanitarian ideals 
and the championing of social reforms, nearly all of which 
have been long carried into effect, and few of which are not 
taken for granted, more or less, by our own generation. 
His work might indeed be likened to that of an architect 
whose building stands but whose name is forgotten. As 
a populariser he has shared the fate which overtakes all 
who disseminate the new ideas of their period, but do not 
originate them. Fox, as a propagandist of Social Reform* 
was about a generation ahead of his contemporaries, but, 
though a pioneer, as a thinker, critic and teacher, he was 
not an original genius. For this reason it is that the 
twelve volumes of his Collected Works are to-day only of 
interest to the student, though the Religious Ideas, indeed, 
contain many conclusions and generalisations which the 
professional theologians are still, unconsciously, excogi- 
tating. 

It must frankly be owned by the writer that to recon- 
struct Fox's personaUty from his writings is an impossi- 
bility. The individual and personal appeal, in his oratory, 
has evaporated from the recorded speeches as the flavour 
evaporates from a wine left too long in bottle. His style 
is often spirited but his attitude and the treatment of his 
subject are specifically Victorian. To the critic indeed 
Fox's Works offer the curious spectacle of a hater of 
religious bigotry, poUtical abuses and social cant being 
swathed in an atmosphere of Victorian moral platitude. 
As a popular preacher Fox took full advantage of the 
pleas of " moral responsibiUty," which were generated in 
the serious Victorian conscience, much as heated coal 
generates gas, by his audience's consciousness of the 
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crying social evils of its harassed period. Every genera- 
tion has its special range of convictions and indeed its 
own necessary superstitions. The courage, fire and moral 
earnestness which made Fox the fearless assailant of 
orthodox prejudice and class interest, are the real claim 
his memory makes upon our generation which has inherited 
the legacy of their effects. None the less Fox's fame 
shares the fate conmion to that vast army of talented 
orators and popular preachers — he lives as a blurred 
shadow, as a phantom lingering in the twilight of its past 
triumphs. Edward Garnett. 

March 1909. 
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CHAPTER I 

EARLY YEARS — HOMERTON COLLEGE — ^FAREHAM — 
FOX BECOlfES A UNITARIAN MINISTER 



A 



T the b^^inning of 1858 Robert Browning, 
writing to congratulate William Johnson 
Fox upon his re-election for Oldham, thus 
expressed himself: — 



I hate the thought of leaving Italy for one day more than 
I can help, and satisfy my English predilections by newspapers 
and a book or two. One gets nothing of that land here but 
the stuff out of which books grow — it Ues about one's feet 
indeed. Yet for me, there would be one book better than any 
now to be got here or elsewhere, and all out of a great English 
head and heart — those Memoirs you engaged to give us. 
WiU you give us them ? 

This appeal may probably have induced Fox to take up 
in this very year the reconstruction of the autobiographical 
fragment which in 1835 he had dictated to Eliza Flower ; 
and a table of intended sections prefixed to the MS. shows 
that the narrative was to have been carried down to 1858, 
and to have been concluded by a general review of the 
writer's life — social, religious, and political The general 
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was a genus of which girls were a species, for no village damsel 
within reach of his hands was safer than partridge within 
the range of his gun. At least such was the parish scandal, 
as I remember to have heard it when a child. Whether his 
meddling with the girls had annoyed my father I don't know ; 
but my father's meddling with the game annoyed him, and 
occasioned one of those degrading persecutions, by which 
the landholders of this country have be^n accustomed to render 
manifest the great blessing to the community of a resident 
gentry. The invasion of his sovereignty over the partridge 
race which my father perpetrated was a very trifling one, and 
under circumstances of great provocation. An attack was 
made upon his little wheat-rick by a whole multitude, a sort 
of posse comitalus of these privileged subjects of the Lord of 
the Manor, and enraged at seeing them reaping where they had 
not sown, or rather eating where they had not even reaped, 
he took the liberty of d^persing the crowd by making an 
example, either with stick, stone, or gun, I forget which, of 
one of the ringleaders who was old enough to have known 
better. Some pick-thank fellow witnessed the transaction, 
and posted off to the park to give information of this un- 
pardonable sin. 

My father was made to feel that his safest course was to 
emigrate for a time from the dominions of the insulted d)aiasty 
of the Gooches. He took shelter in London, that great city 
of refuge for those who have no country. He knew nobody, 
he could obtain no employment, and his little stock of cash, 
which he could expect no remittance to renew, soon dwindled 
down to the last half-guinea. But he managed to turn this 
remnant to good account, with a facility which I, at least, 
have always found perfectly inimitable. As the lottery was 
to be drawn on the next day, he vested ten shillings of his only 
half-guinea in the purchase of a sixteenth, and subsisted on 
the sixpence till he received his share of a handsome prize. 
This exquisite luck not only supplied his immediate wants, 
but recommended him as a most appropriate person for their 
establishment to the keeper of the lottery office (it must have 
been befoie the time of good luck), and he became one of their 
clerks, in which situation the rest of his banishment passed 
away much more comfortably than from its commencement 
could have been anticipated. The adventure ended in the 
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occupied us tfaroo^ a long sommer's day, ** from mom tiD 
oooQ, from dood to dewy eve." 

I was at that time leaiiiiiiig to see. The Tx>ad is at its com- 
mencement not far from the coast, and the little ships which 
I behdd up high in the clouds long dwelt in my young imagina- 
tion. Part of the road was lined on both ^es with tre es 
visible for a considerable distance before us ; and I marvdied 
much how we should squeeze through the end of the avenue, 
where I saw that they met. I had seen the sea a few mcmths 
before this ; the coming in of the waves frightened me abomin- 
ably ; nor had I any conception of its immensity. I believe 
I took the more distant pcMtion of the water for land which 
seemed to me to hem the billows in very closely. That day 
was a great one to me, for introductions into elemental ac- 
quaintanceships. At its dose the Uttle town of Southwold 
was all ablaze with fireworks, sundry rockets being com- 
missioned by its inhabitants to convey towards heaven the 
expression of their gratitude for the recovery of George the 
Third. 

For aU my other acquirements anterior to our removal to 
Norwich I rely on the testimony of others, who bear witness to 
my having been able to name every portrait (there were two in 
each number) in two or three volumes of the Town and Country 
Magazine. This was before I knew my letters: an attain- 
ment which I made my grandmother fed to her aimoyance 
that I had achieved by covering her dean-swept Dutch-tiled 
hearth with bits of stick from the faggot-pile in the }^ard, 
broken and twisted into all the shapes of all the letters in the 
alphabet. This is all that I know of my infantile country life, 
of what I did in it, and of what it did for me. 

My father's first enterprise in Norwich was, I think, the 
opening of a small shop, but I am not sure as to the order of 
hjs experiments, for he was not fortunate, and tried many in 
succession ; his family increased rapidly ; our removals were 
frequent, and we had a new house and a new brother, or sister, 
with great regularity about every two years. Notwithstand- 
ing his difficulties, and at times they were numerous and 
severe, to the best of my knowledge and bdief no debts were 
incurred but what after a few years and from very stinted 
resources were faithfully and fully discharged. 

A year after the removal Charles (the first) was bom ; he 
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the said vessel, which was nearly one-fourth as large as the 
representation of the globe. I understood that these were not 
the exact proportions. 

Tubby indoctrinated me at an evening school of his own, 
and taught my young ideas how to shoot into the mysteries 
of mensuration, and even across the mighty gulf that separates 
arithmetic from the new and boundless world of algebra and 
geometry. But here the hard necessity of circumstances, for 
a time, checked my progress. It was needful that I should 
work. My father was weaving cotton on his own account. 
I first filled bobbins for him ; he then bought or hired another 
loom and I was promoted to the shuttle. This speculation 
failed. He took to the occupation of a walking schoolmaster ; 
and I was hired as errand boy by Cotton Wright, the wool- 
comber in St Mary's Churchyard, at the rate of 2s. a week for 
my mother, and 2d. for my own pocket. 

Thus passed altogether between two and three years from 
the time of my leaving school, bringing me into the fourteenth 
year of my age. Of course my mind made some progress, 
btit a very motley and irregular one. Of children's books 
I do not remember that I ever had any. A twopenny copy of 
Chevy Chase was my first literary purchase, an abridgment 
of Robinson Crusoe my second, and I think Bonnycastle's 
Algebra my third. Of that work I mastered several pages in 
the street on my way home from the bookseller's. Philip 
Quarle, Robin Hood's Garland, the Memoirs of Mrs Pilkington, 
2L folio Rapin, and some odd volimies of the Spectator were all 
the books in our house besides the Bible of which I have 
any recollection, and with these I was thoroughly familiar. 
During the bobbin-filling era I had my full swing of fiction. 
My mother had just at that time a strong fit of novel-reading. 
I worked at home, and the hum of the wheel did not interrupt 
my hearing her read, which she did aloud. We often des- 
patched a volume in a day. They were of all sorts, good, 
bad, and indifferent, but amongst their authors I should 
certainly still remember, even if the recollection had not been 
renewed since, the names of Miss Bumey, Richardson and 
(" Monk ") Lewis. 

I fed on novels and romances till they ceased to excite me. 
I then took to dramatic reading ; this did not suit my mother's 
taste; our disposable funds were possibly exhausted. My 
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tive position, in the establishment. But it was out of doors 
that the most important influences were acting upon me. I 
bad now a little money ; my salary advanced by a graduated 
scale, from a nominal one of about twenty pounds per annum 
to sixty pounds. I could buy a few books. I had time too. 
The hours of business were from nine in the morning till six 
in the evening, and my reason exercised its prerogative of 
looking before and after. 

There was also an hour allowed for dinner ; as the distance 
from home was only about a mile I generally secured half this 
hour for study, accomplishing the eating and the locomotion 
in the remaining half. It was in this way that I first digested 
Locke's Essay on the Understanding. But the mathematics 
were my regular pursuit. They occupied my mornings and 
evenings with Uttle intermission for the first two or three years 
of this period. They had their share of the day too ; and the 
rapidity with which I could cast up the columns of the ledgers 
and calculate interest, occupations which had been prematurely 
devolved upon me on accoimt of my peculiar aptitude, left me 
many odd minutes which I could appropriate without injury 
to my employers, still retaining a handsome surplus of merit, 
for the quantity of work which I despatched. In these pur- 
suits I was joined with, guided and stimulated by, one whom 
I must now introduce as my first friend. 

William Saint was the son of a tapster with a large family 
and a small business. The business was in a populous 
neighbourhood consisting chiefly of radical weavers, whom he 
organized into a branch of the London Corresponding Society, 
thereby endangering his own organization by the compression 
of that revolutionary collar whidi Pitt and Granville were then 
endeavouring to fit upon the necks of Hardy, Tooke, and 
Thelwall. Their acquittal (1794) saved the Norwich Saint 
from becoming a martyr ; and his fellow-citizens confirmed 
his canonization by drawing him into the town in triumph on 
his return. 

His elder son, Uttle William, went forth to meet him, shared 
the honours of the day, heard his father's tale of the Tower ; 
and revenge and glory conspired to stamp him a democrat for 
ever. Yet there were sophistries in the faith of Jacobinism 
which the logical mind of the future mathematician was keen 
enough to detect, and the perception of which subjected his 
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of the months and weeks in the eight years which I thought 
must elapse before I might marry Eliza Eldon. Before half 
that time was over I wrote her elegy. I never saw nor knew 
much of her, but most of my juvenile versifications had a 
similar origin. In my fourteenth and fifteenth years I manu- 
factured them rather freely. When magpies died, handker- 
chiefs were lost, or pleasure parties disappointed by the rain, 
I wrote elegies — and very sad ones. Every face that I liked I 
fancied myself crossed in love with, for the sake of stanzas 
about cruelty and despair ; and for birthdays I had con- 
gratulatory odes, of which one of the best, though bad enough 
even for^a boy, was addressed to the cleverest woman whom I 
then knew, Elizabeth May Carlton Parlour. In 1800 a 
democratical newspaper was established at Norwich, called 
the Iris, and during the alarm of invasion which prevailed 
soon after, I was enrolled in the volunteer rifle corps, and I 
wrote an ode to my rifle which bore the inspiring mark of 
No. 45, which being accepted by the Editor of the Iris, I became 
a frequent poetical contributor during the two years of its 
continuance. My contributions were always signed P. L., 
by which I meant Philo Libertas ; except one about a nightin- 
gale, to which I attached the initals of Sophia Parlour (after- 
wards Mrs Saint), who was then Uving in the country, and whose 
notice I hoped to attract by that means. But versifying, 
though I had a temporary rage for it, never came naturally 
to me. I have little or no mechanical aptitude in any 
department. 

Fox was now approaching what may not unfairly be 
considered the most important incident of his life, since 
from it all the rest were to derive. He was about to ex- 
change the Norwich bank for the theological college at 
Homerton, with a view to the Independent ministry. 
The operating motives were probably too complex to have 
been easily unravelled even by himself, and the section 
of his autobiography which might in some measure have 
cleared them up was never written. There is no reason 
to doubt his having been imder the influence of what 
would have been called serious impressions. His tempera- 
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pocket and all sorts of wonderments and speculations in my 
head, I mounted on the outside of a lumbering double-bodied 
coach for my first great journey. I had never before been 
more than thirty miles from Norwich, and now I was to see 
London, and " all the fair domain between that Ues." I believe 
I spoke not to my fellow passengers, nor they to me, the whole 
way. I have always hated tallang companions in ]oume3dng. 
At that time, moreover, there was my invincible bashfulness 
and awkwardness, my habitual reserve, and the utter strange- 
ness of the situation. So that, as Leigh Hunt says, " God 
knows what the coachman thought of me " — to which I may 
add, the guard and passengers. They doubtless reckoned me as 
very a half-baked cake as ever was kneaded. And yet all 
that time and under that lumpish exterior there was a pretty 
considerable fermentation going on within. I yet distinctly 
remember the first start of the horses, and all the last lool^ 
at the objects we passed and at the Castle, and at the spire of 
the Cathedral that we did not pass, and how I felt the rapid 
diminution of that part of the road which was familiar to me 
as a walk, the two or three miles which had bounded my 
rambles at one time with Marian and at another time with 
Saint, and after the awful boundary of the known and the 
unknown was overpassed, how welcome everything was to 
me of which I had any knowledge by picture or description. 
It was pleasant to me that we stopped at the " Cock " at 
Attleborough, for it was a familiar name which I had heard 
over and over again from the farmers every Saturday market- 
day for years. I was at home there. TTien my eyes dwelt 
lovingly as long as they could on the Uttle conical hill with 
the one tree at the top at Thetford, the tree on which they 
hanged the county criminals. For that hill was the vignette 
on Uie notes of the Thetford bank, and few days had passed 
on which m> eyes had not rested on it there. I also remember 
distinctly the simset of that day. It was a clear, cloudy day, 
bright and warm, with clouds that were sheltering and not 
threatening. The sun rested behind one of them about half 
an hour before he went down, and pitched over such lots of 
splendid rays that my eyes were fixed and my mind revelled 
in its soUtary sensation of beauty. It was simply my seeing 
this common appearance to more advantage from being quite 
free of town and town associations, for the scenery was merely 
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occapadon (and how many in succession presented themselves) 
my heart shrank and sunk within me. There were but two 
new students besides myself. The rest were all old companions 
to one another. I had never imagined so utter a loneliness 
aa I felt. I was, moreover, nervously apprehensive of ridicule, 
and very seriously satisfied that on many points I was a fair 
object of ridicule. Being the junior student, and Dr Smith 
always officiating either at morning or evening prayeis, it 
was a whole ble^ed three weeks before my dreaded turn was 
to come for that duty, the students taking it in rotation. 
But though the praying time happily moved as slow towards 
me as the hour hand of a clock, there was something else 
which came rapidly and ceaselessly ticking in one's ears like 
the minute hand. I mean the blessings, or graces, which also 
came in rotation, the circulation often expedited by the absence 
of some or other of the students from some meal or other, and 
of which blessings or grace we had eight per diem. This there 
was no avoiding. Even the sacrifice of a meal or two would 
afford but a brief respite. It was when we were congregated 
at tea on the third or fourth day that I looked round me in 
vain for a senior to bless the table. I fear I committed the 
hypocrisy of affecting not to be aware it was my turn till 
I was made to remember it. We were sitting about an oblong 
deal table in the hall ; it stood on the side nearest the window, 
and I was about half-way down on that side of it, from the head 
of the table. I was, therefore, quite surrounded. There were 
students on each side of me and opposite. I could not have 
bolted if I would. They all rose, as I did too, with my head 
rather giddy and my eyes shut before I was up, and the first 
syllables which were rattling in my throat sounded like 
thunder in my ears. I did get through, what I said I know not. 
It was no time for the ingenuity with which we used to vary 
these formulas, but after standing with my eyes shut till they 
had all sat down, I half opened them, stealmg a glance in every 
direction to see who were smiling, and how much. I knew 
that I should be laughed at, and I knew that I was, and this 
furtive, timid, inquiring, deprecatory look of mine, after any 
performance of this kind, actually became habitual to me, 
until that also became itself the subject of notice and of 
burlesque. These lesser trials were far worse than the greater 
ones. When that came, I got through pretty weU. It had 

B 
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men's forwardness as undergraduates, it must be re- 
membered that at Homerton they actually were studying 
theology, of which, had they been at the university, the 
future divines would not in that age have heard a word. 
The only hint of an influence disposing Fox to imorthodox 
q>eculation is afforded by the heading of one of his un- 
written sections, " Influence of Warburton." Warburton's 
argument that, as Sir LesUe Stephen expresses it, " because 
the Jewish religion does not contain an essential doc- 
trine it must have been supported by an extraordinary 
providence " is certainly][of a piece with that which made 
the Jew in Boccaccio a Roman CathoUc, but was more 
likely to imsettle than to confirm young men who like Fox 
in his then stage of development were satisfied with the 
arguments already provided for them. The heading of 
another intended section of his autobiography might seem 
indicative of spiritual unrest, but " Trials " probably does 
not denote mental struggles but trial sermons, which must 
have been dehvered in 1809. In an entry in his diary 
made in 1813, Fox attests his having " moved listening 
crowds to trickling tears " at " the old Meeting, the 
Tabernacle, Ashford, Southampton, Southend/' and these 
can only have been probationary exercises. Another 
place where he certainly preached before his settlement 
at Fareham was Witham, the residence of the Pattisons, 
the excellent friends of Crabb Robinson so frequently 
mentioned in his diary. In recording his observation 
that almost every orthodox person of mind or talent 
intimately known to him had some one heretical pro- 
clivity, " something in petto, to be kept in the mind like 
a proscribed book imder the cushion, to be confidentially 
drawn out in a secure tHe-^-tHeJ' Fox adds " the only one 
with whom I can connect in my recollection no doctrinal 
aberration whatever, was Mrs Pattison. She had a strong, 
childidi, nervous horror of heresy. The apprehension 
resembled the effect produced by violent fright in some 
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expressions of what was going on did but occasion cold- 
ness, suspicion, alienation, my path was through dark 
valleys shaken by an earthquake ; it seemed as if there 
were a spell on me and I must go on, feeling that I was 
going wrong, toiling to arrive at the abandonment of 
heaven and diligently working out my own damnation. 
The investigation became more and more fascinating. It 
was as if I was imder a spell ; I thought, criticised, dis- 
cussed (mentally) and read controversy with insatiable- 
ness. The work went on day and night : I used to take 
books on the Unitarian controversy to bed with me and 
read them for hours with the candle on my pillow." The 
only persons from whom he could expect sympathy were 
the Unitarians, with whom he himself had little sympathy. 
" My previous impressions were against them. I thought 
they had very Uttle religion and that they were very cold 
and critical. I knew that they read sermons, which I 
thought showed little earnestness ; and that they read 
prayers, which I regarded as perfectly imnatural." He 
would have preferred to have carried on the church at 
Fareham as an unsectarian congregation with Virtue, not 
Faith, as the bond of union agreeably to the precept of 
Robert Robinson. " I thought in my simplicity that 
some of these people whom I knew to have gone about as 
far as I had then gone, long before I went so far myself, 
would have stood by me. The simple soul that I was ! " 
This appears to have been early in 1811, when an inde- 
pendent society was formed at Fareham imder Fox's 
pastorate, iSut could not be maintained. It was not till 
1812 that Fox found himself fully in harmony with 
Unitarian doctrine, but having by that time seen his way 
to discard the dogma of eternal punishment — in our own 
day commonly the first to go, in his case the last — he 
naturaUy gravitated towards a body from which no 
difference of sentiment any longer estranged him. 
Temperament was another matter. Fox was and always 
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travelling on behalf of the G)urtaulds, the great crape 
manufacturers at Bocking and Braintree (afterwards 
G)urtauld & Taylor), whose munificence was afterwards 
to assure the comfort of Fox's declining days, and his son 
and grandson were to be Fox's lifelong friends and his 
sheet anchors in many a tempest. Fox wrote as follows 
to the son on 2nd March 1850, a few da}^ before the 
latter's death : — 

Whatever is before you, and wishes are worthless as to that, 
my own existence and consciousness in this life and the future 
can never lose the deep traces of your wise and kindly agency. 
These, and other feelings too, bear the broad stamp of continuity 
as well as the Principle of Life, of which indeed they become a 
portion. 

Dear friend, God bless and strengthen you ; our course is 
still onward even through and beyond the shadowy path. 

And again he writes : — 

My thoughts are so much with you that I must give them 
some brief expression. Would to heaven that my sympathy 
in all you su^er could be as availing as your sympathy and 
counsel would have been to me in my present undertaJdng ^ 
had you been able to render them. I have missed them very 
much and very often. 

But our paths are chosen and marked out for us. And 
perhaps the inevitable law which imposes public activity on 
me and passive endurance on your more energetic tempera- 
ment may be a providential training for both, and have its 
results and relations in that unseen futurity towards which we 
are advancing. The final step into that futurity must needs be 
solitary. Yet it is something to take it with the double 
assurance of over-ruling Benignity unfailing and infinite ; and 
of surrounding sympathy, deep and affectionate though help- 
less to aid. 

In a further section of his autobiography, the last 
written, Fox examines the moral and intellectual character- 

^ The Education Bill. 
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persecution, and with dead indifference to political interests. 
I cannot regard it as a blessing to the world. 

The century which has elapsed since Fox first thought 
of the ministry has beheld many mutations in evangeUcal 
Nonconformity. Indifference to politics is not a charge 
likely in our day to be brought against Nonconformists. 
It may be observed, however, that the causes which chiefly 
interest them are generally such as admit of effective 
advocacy from the pulpit. That there was something 
both very right and very wrong about the Nonconformity 
of Fox's day, considered from the patriot's and the 
philanthropist's points of view, may be inferred from the 
fact that it was the most determined opponent both of 
slavery and of public education. 



CHAPTER II 

CHICHESTER — MARRIAGE — PARLIAMENT COURT CHAPEL — 
ILLNESS — SOUTH PLACE CHAPEL — THE WESTMINSTER 
REVIEW 

FROM the middle of 1812 Fox ceases to be the 
mere explorer either of the regions of specula- 
tion or of practical Ufe. He has fought his way 
through religious difficulties to a creed for the 
present identical with the old school Unitarianism of 
Priestley and Belsham, and, renouncing the endeavour 
to organise the worshippers of Virtue into a corps d'elite 
independent of any existing denomination he has gravi- 
tated into the pastorate of a Unitarian flock. Twenty 
years were yet to elapse ere he should acquire influence in 
politics or distinction in literature ; the intervening period 
is one of preparation, mostly unconscious, and of the 
shaping of a distinguished career by occurrences apparently 
accidental, but all converging towards their destined end. 
The autobiography which would have been so useful to 
enliven and interpret this uneventful period here fails 
us ; but imtil Fox's marriage in 1820 the deficiency is in 
part made up by a journal, supplemented by letters to 
the lady who became his wife, in compliance with whose 
injimctions copious extracts from diary and correspond- 
ence were printed by her children in 1869. Fox's ultimate 
estrangement from the Unitarians rendered him careless 
about recording the occurrences of these years, and but for 
the aids we have named their history would have been 
little but a r^;ister. 
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Shall I think of the Old Meetmg, the Tabernacle, Ashford, 
Southampton, Southend, Fareham ? ** 

Unable, nevertheless, to renounce his honest convictions, 
he concludes that the success of the teachers whom he 
regards as mistaken and fanatical is owing to the general 
ignorance of their congregations, and hails Bell and 
Lancaster as the pioneers of Priestley and Belsham. 
" Till the public ear is accessible to our yet hated doc- 
trines, we must be content to labour in the sphere which 
Providence has granted." The diary is full of self-re- 
proach on the score of indolence, which seems unmerited, 
as it contains abundant evidence of a close study of Greek 
in the New Testament and Herodotus, and of ecclesiastical 
history in the pages of Mosheim. As time proceeds. 
Fox's reading becomes more extensive and less exclusively 
theological. At the end of 1814 he reports himself as 
having read 180 books during the year, a large proportion, 
indeed, novels ; but even for these he had something to 
show if it be the fact that he closed Godwin's St Leon 
"with a feeling of perfect reconciliation to my mortal 
destiny." 

Domestic troubles had probably something to do with 
Fox's depression of spirits. On 12th January 1813, he 
writes in his diary :— 

My mother is a widow and we are fatherless. God of mercy, 
be thou our protector and portion. Oh my father, my debt of 
gratitude to thee is now unpaid for ever. One parent remains, 
whom I should support and cherish ; brothers and sisters whom 
I should instruct and aid, but how ? I see not as yet, yet the 
searcher of hearts knows it is not from want of readiness to 
such a duty. 

For some time he continued to be troubled by a con- 
sciousness that this duty was ill discharged. On 28th 
March he writes : — 
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exalted virtue. Her greatest fault is vanity, her greatest 
chann is an apparent frankness. She will never excite an 
enthusiastic passion, yet she may be very well loved. 

In June comes a little misunderstanding and reconcilia- 
tion, with the inevitable consequences. By 5th July Fox 
admits that " his foolish heart is pla3dng around a flame 
that will consume it." On 29th July he exclaims : " What 
a nondescript connection is ours ! what a mflange of 
love and friendship ! What affection, what folly, what 
vanity, what weakness, what inconsistency on both sides ! 
What a fool am I to flutter round this blaze and find 
amusement in burning myself ! It must not be. Yet 
the dear delight of loving and being loved ! How much, 
how great a relief to the heartless life I lead here ! But 
it must not be." It was to be, nevertheless, and the clue 
to the situation as it regarded Fox is given in his com- 
plaint of the " heartless life " he was leading. His nature 
was warm and affectionate, and craved a sympathy of 
which, narrowed as his social outlook was by sectarian 
animosities, Chichester offered or seemed to offer him in 
Eliza Florance alone. Fox, at all events, then deemed 
her capable of this sympathy, and soon gUded into a 
style of address which would justify Miss Florance in 
considering herself virtually engaged, though there can 
have been no formal betrothal. If any " semi-engage- 
ment " there was, it came to an end on 31st August 1815, 
when Fox notes in his diary : " My connection with E. 
terminated by her sacrificing her own feelings to her 
father's prudence." She had, then, given him up : and 
well for both parties would it have been if the separation 
could have been complete, but this was hardly possible 
with persons necessarily thrown into each other's society ; 
and they continued in a dangerous and embarrassing 
because indefinite situation, neither bond nor free. Mr 
Florance's caution was not unjustifiable ; he appears to 
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League. 
1816 :— 



Sufiolk and Norfolk are in a dreadful state. The poor, 
irritated by the rise of com and scarcity of work, have in many 
places burnt down bams, houses, etc. In the neighbourhood 
of Bury, on Saturday, six houses were Mazing at once. On the 
evening of my arrival here (17th) fireballs were thrown about, 
lamps, windows, etc., broken. On the Friday the mob was 
much more formidable. The new mills, a large building across 
the river, were taken by storm ; quantities of com were carried 
off, or thrown into the river, and much damage was done to 
many houses. On Saturday evening the appearance of the 
city strongly reminded me of the descriptions of Paris at the 
onnmencement of the Revolution. The market cleared of its 
usual crowd of country people at an early hotu' ; most of the 
shops shut up ; the Town Hall, which the mob had attempted 
to fire, garrisoned by troops, their arms guttering through 
its Gothk windows ; near twenty parish bells tolling dismally 
to summon the associated parishioners to assemUe and talo^ 
their posts for the night ; every here and there the visiMe 
traces of the last night's outrages ; a body of dragoons drawn 
up in the market-fdace with every preparation for action; 
large patrols of inhabitants encountering you at every step ; 
parties of cavalry riding furiously about, and scouring the 
streets in all directions ; groups of desperate kwking pea|^ 
scattered about — here attemptmg resistance to the troops and 
there flying before them« and mingling ydls and cries for bread 
with the trampling of horses and the tolling bdls. 



was indeed an object lesson capable of tumsng a 
divine with more professional feeling than Fox ever 
possessed into a p<^tkian, and the conduct of the mob, 
complaining with their tongues of the scarcity of the food 
winch they were destroying with their hands, may have 
hdped to inspire him with that zeal for popular eduratk/o 
which conferred his especial note among the reformen of 
his time. Six months after his witncHing the riots so 
graphically described, he was tnmnionwl to a sphere of 
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left his congr^ation in a flourishing condition at his 
death in August 1816. Fox was invited to succeed him 
on 24th November following, and was installed on 2nd 
April 1817. In his acceptance he had guarded against 
whatever might bear the semblance of ecclesiastical 
ordination, and in his public address, " declined to make 
any confession of faith except that he was a Christian, 
and desired to be extensively useful as a Christian minister. 
Unfettered and unlimited freedom he claimed for himself 
and would cheerfully concede to all his brethren." 

The change was great indeed from the small cathedral 
city, where the narrow intellectual horizon was still 
further restricted by social and religious prejudice, to the 
ample world of London, with openings for poUtical and 
philanthropic work on every side, and crowds of sym- 
pathetic well-wishers. The period was interesting and 
critical. ReUef from the incubus of the Napoleonic wars 
had revived those aspirations for liberty which, a quarter 
of a century before, had so nearly translated themselves 
into action, but which had long been stifled by public 
peril and alarm at revolutionary excesses on the Continent. 
Reform was becoming a watchword, and reform was for 
the time simimed up in the redistribution of voting power 
and the extension of the franchise. Dissenters, smarting 
under the insult of the Test Act, the exaction of church 
rates, exclusion from the universities and what they 
deemed the arrogance of the dominant Church, were 
inevitably reformers almost to a man ; and Fox's own 
denomination was as deeply permeated with the Uberal 
spirit as any of the rest, although the majority of its 
ministers, conservative in temperament and heirs to the 
dignified traditions of Presbyterianism, might fairly be 
described as Whigs, and frequently maintained con- 
fidential relations with the Whig statesmen. Fox, on 
the other hand, was at that time a Radical who could well 
have dispensed with the House of Lords and probably 
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succeeded by disappointment at her not being more extra- 
ordinary, but as the conversation became more regular and 
interesting all disappointment vanished, and she appeared 
fully equal to all my expectations. She touched on various 
literary topics with ease and elegance. Moore, she told us was 
in the neighbourhood, at Homsey, finishing his large poem. 
On my asking if she did not admire the melody of his versifica- 
tion, she replied, very ladyly, that she did in all thai she had 
read of his, which was only a few stray songs that had fallen 
in her way. Of Lord Bsnron, the third canto especially, she 
spoke with fervent admiration ; and in quoting a part of the 
breaking up at Brussels, her face kindled with all the glow of 
poetic enthusiasm. Her recitation is rather musical than 
natural, and she actually beats time to the verse with her 
foot. 

The Nonconformist churches derive great advantage 
from the frequent interchange of pulpits, and invitations ex- 
tended to ministers at a distance to preach on anniversaries 
and other special occasions. Such sermons are frequently 
printed, and spread the fame of the minister beyond the 
narrow limits of his own congregation. Fox's invitation 
to London was probably much promoted by three 
published sermons originally preached at Brighton, 
Bristol, and Salisbury. Their especial attractions were 
rhetorical power and a manUness of utterance which 
exempted rhetoric from the charge of affectation. It 
was clearly not an assumption for the sake of effect, but 
the form of expression most consonant with the character 
of the speaker, to whom rhetoric not imfrequently rising 
to genuine eloquence came by nature. Though able, as 
he had shown at the Lancasterian prize day, to speak 
with effect on the spur of the moment, Fox at this time 
so little trusted his faculty of improvisation that, when he 
had gone to preach at Taunton, and having accidentally 
left his sermon at Bristol, a good-natured brother minister 
was obliged to go all the way back for it, else had it never 
been heard at Taunton. In later years Fox's oratory 
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owed much to his surpassing beauty of elocution : whether 
this was the case in his youth does not appear, but Miss 
Florance remarks that he had to free himself from many 
provincialisms when he came to Chichester. His 
diminutive stature was against him. " There is," wrote 
HazUtt in 1824, " a Mr Fox, a Dissenting Minister, as 
fluent a speaker, with a sweeter voice and a more animated 
and beneficent coimtenance than Mr Irving, who is the 
darling of his congregation ; but he is no more, because 
he is diminutive in person. His head is not seen above 
the crowd the length of a street off. He is the Duke of 
Sussex in miniature, but the Duke of Sussex does not go 
to hear him preach, as he attends Mr Irving, who rises 
up against him like a Martello tower." Belsham inviting 
Fox in 1818, to preach at Essex Street Chapel, advises him 
to come early and assure himself that the pulpit has 
undergone the alteration necessary to metamorphose a 
short minister into a tall one. The sermons he published 
at this time are mostly defences of Unitarianism. One, 
that deUvered at Bristol in 1815, takes a wider scope, and 
urges free inquiry as a universal duty, from which no 
member of any church has a right to exempt himself. 
The following passage will give a good idea of Fox's 
characteristic blending of rhetoric with reason. Answer- 
ing the objection that free inquiry will destroy imity of 
opinion in religion, he says : — 

Did God ever intend that strict unity of sentiment should 
prevail among rational creatures ? Variety seems a principle 
of his government. Thousands of stars spangle the heavens, 
shine they with the same brightness? Millions of flowers 
odour the earth, glow they with the same colours ? A profusion 
of shrubs, plants, and trees diversifies our hills and plains ; 
present they the same appearances of stem or of leaf, of blossom 
or of fruit ? Cto^ ds of living beings people earth, air, and sea ; 
their forms are not more different than their habits and enjoy- 
ments. In all the multitudes of human creatures we search 
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in vain for an identity of shape, feature, voice, talents or 
cdrcnmstances. Why should we expect in religion a uniformity 
which can be found nowhere else in the whole universe of 
God. 

The latter end of the sermon somewhat forgets the 
beginning, for Fox represents free inquiry as capable of 
producing that consentaneity which he has declared to be 
impossible. But the elegance and vigour of the language 
mark the speaker as one capable of filling not only a pulpit 
but a church. 

In 1818 Fox delivered a series of lectures on the corrup- 
tions of Christianity, chiefly remarkable for a strong 
assertion of the unlawfulness of war in any and every case, 
which he lived to recant. In 1819 he did himself much 
honour, but at the same time impaired the confidence of 
many members of his denomination, by his sermon on 
the duties of Christians towards Deists, called forth by 
the prosecution of Richard Carlile for selling Paine's 
Age of Reason. He had denounced the proceedings by 
anticipation. " If Deists will listen to you," he said, 
" persuade them ; if they will reason, argue with them ; 
if they write and publish, reply to them ; if they misre- 
present, expose them ; but, in the name of Christ, do not 
persecute them, do not abet or sanction their persecution." 
During the trial he was continually in court as an observer 
of the proceedings, and on 24th October he rose in the 
pulpit not merely to protest against the prosecution as 
contrary to the spirit of Christianity, but to rebuke 
Christians for not " as a body, in their meetings, preach- 
ing, conversation and behaviour, on public occasions or in 
private life, treating Deists in that way which charity 
should prompt, or even that which is demanded by 
justice." The indictment concerned Fox's own denomina- 
tion as much as any other, and excited some published 
protests, Unitarians being in truth exceedingly nervous 
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and the intrepidity of his public conduct. He complains 
himself of the difficulty he experienced in saying No I 
and this want of resolution was never more clearly or more 
unfortunately exemplified than in the manner in which 
he suffered his relations with Eliza Florance to drift into 
inextricable entanglement. The ' ' semi-engagement ' ' had, 
as we have seen, been broken off in 1815 at the lady's 
own wish, out of deference to the objections of her father. 
Thus it should have remained, but about the period of his 
removal to London, and for some time afterwards. Fox 
is foimd writing to Miss Florance in a strain which would 
fully warrant her in deeming that he looked forward to a 
return to the former state of things, nor can she be blamed 
for taking him at his word. After a whUe, however, a 
change is apparent ; letters, though never cold, are never 
impassioned ; and, unless many have been suppressed, 
there is a notable diminution in their frequency. The 
attachment, now a mere matter of habit on Fox's part, and 
not especially ardent on that of his innamorata, would 
probably have died away but for the derangement of her 
father's affairs which in 181 9 brought Miss Florance to 
London with the creditable motive of supporting herself 
by giving instruction, to which end she seems to have 
entered a large school at Chelsea as pupil-teacher. If the 
faint impressions of a later generation may be trusted, 
the engagement, in which this step resulted by the end of 
the year, was not brought about without considerable 
pressure from the lady and her relatives, and, if so, it is no 
wonder if the same consequences followed as in the parallel 
cases of Coleridge and Irving. But all is uncertainty, 
except that in September 1819 the parties did not consider 
themselves engaged, and that in January 1820 they did. 
Writing to his mother many years afterwards. Fox says : — 

Very soon after my marriage I found I bad made a blunder ; 
and though a moderate share of comfort, a disposition to help 
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irony. Nothing could be more natural than to promise 
the mother that " her natal song " should one day be sung 
by the infant boy : nothing could be less foreseen than that 
the child wotdd be a deaf mute ! 

In February 1822 Fox was attacked by an illness so 
severe as to keep him from the pulpit for an entire year. 
Mrs Bridell Fox, though refraining from any direct censure 
of any person, seems to hint that it was brought on by the 
misery of disillusion combined with the vexation of 
financial embarrassments occasioned by domestic extrava- 
gance. At one time his condition seemed so hopeless that 
a successor in his pulpit was virtually appointed. The 
S)anptoms as described by himself seem indicative of a 
complete breakdown. In a thanksgiving sermon preached 
on his return to ministerial duty. Fox eloquently describes 
the condition of the sick : — 



Watching the gradual fading of day into night, and again the 
gradual brightening of night into day, but without exertion in 
the one, or repose in the other; seeinginanimate nature pursuing 
its destined course, sims rising and setting, moons waxing and 
waning, flowers opening and withering ; sdl moving, roUing on, 
and answering the great end of being without knowing it, 
while with us consciousness is only that of passive existence ; 
hearing from afar the bustle and stir of this mighty world, where 
there is so much doing and to be done, and where even the 
weakest and humblest has his sphere of action and ministers 
something to the sphere of human happiness and improvement ; 
but hearing it only as if we were in the grave, and the busy 
crowd rushed by on over us ; the painful and humbling sensa- 
tion of being not only a blank but a burden in society ; the 
feeling of helplessness and dependence on others, even in the 
merest trifles, which only the tenderest care in them can make 
tolerable, and which no kindness can entirely repress ; the 
weakness which ever forbids efforts to which imagination in- 
cessantly urges, till the mind sinks in its vain struggle with the 
infirmities of the body, shattered and exhausted, like the bird 
beating against the^bars of its cage. 
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in fonn and coloar not onlike the siidling mai^^ 
war, had snmrthif^ the ^)pcaranoe of a gigantic x-essddoablipg 
the point in order to come into the bay. Struck with this 
appearance, I laid me down on the sands to enjoy it, when, after 
gazing intently far some minutes, I actually beheld it move. 
It sailed off, right oat into the sea, and then stood for the centre 
of the bay. Only imagine my astonishment On it came, that 
huge ship of sdid chalk, and the very waves fled affrighted from 
its prow, and came crowding and trembling to the shore for 
protection. As it approached, their alarm seemed greater, 
and for escape they even ran into the country, and up the 
adjacent hills, all in a foam. On it came, and I saw that it had 
a crew (such a crew !)of the same material as itsdf — monstrous 
animated blocks of chalk — ^thdr eyes, the black glassy surfaces 
which stick about in the cliffs, all irregularly disposed, and 
glaring as with the light of spirit-lamps behind them ; their 
limbs, half-shaped, as if not cut but broken roughly out of the 
rock, moving as if by pulleys, and with a harsh grating noise ; 
their tramp on the deck resounded and re-echoed like thunder 
along the shore, towards which they seemed addressing them- 
selves in a wild chant. 

We may be reminded of Turner's " Sea Monster at 
Dawn," where the monster's eyes are idealised representa- 
tions of the port-holes of a ship. Reminiscences of the 
Ancient Mariner may have had a part in evoking this 
vision : Hauff's Spectre Ship, if written, was not then 
translated. Fox's fame as a man of letters would have 
stood higher if he had been able to devote himself more to 
prose poetry ; but his Pegasus was doomed to perpetual 
harness. 

It is probably to the experiences of this illness that 
allusion is made in the letter written many years after- 
wards to Peter Taylor, a portion of which has already been 
quoted : — 

I have been very near death and two feelings of the time have 
left lasting [traces] : an almost longing for the intense stillness 
and repose that a few hours seemed likely to make pervade the 
chamber of suffering, and, with it, a serene and calm conviction 
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lectures, concerts, dances, the comfortable dwellings, and all 
this in one of the most beautiful spots in Scotland, make one 
astonished that such a paradise could be made out of a cotton 
manufactory even by the talent, benevolence and perseverance 
of Mr Owen. I never saw so many happy faces in my life. 
The examinations of the children proved that about the school 
at least there was no quacking. I believe the pupils of few 
boarding schools in England could have stood such an examina- 
tion so well." 

While Fox was recruiting his health and spirits in 
Scotland, the walls of his new chapel were rising in London. 
Well placed, and occup3dng a site which has now become 
of great value, South Place Chapel survives to testify 
to the standard of Nonconformist architectural taste and 
requirements in that day, nor does it compare unfavour- 
ably with the more pretentious structures of more popular 
religious bodies. The freehold had cost £600, the cost of 
erection was £3546. It was opened on ist February 1824 
with two sermons from Fox and devotional services con- 
ducted by the Rev. Russell Scott, ot Portsmouth, the 
friend of his Fareham days : the proceedings were re- 
ported in The Monthly Repository by Southwood Smith. 

During this period Fox's influence outside his denomina- 
tion had been slowly growing, favoured by an appoint- 
ment to an office within, that of foreign secretary to the 
Unitarian Association. This enlarged the sphere of his 
acquaintance, and brought him into connection with a 
remarkable and versatile personage. Sir John, then 
Dr Bowring — poet, philologist, economist, financier, 
patriot, philanthropist, poUtician, and factotum to 
Jeremy Bentham. If not supereminent in any of these 
lines, Bowring was respectable in all, and the imion of 
so many conveiging beams created a focus capable of 
radiating no inconsiderable amount of light and warmth 
upon his friends. His chief services to Fox were rendered 
in connection with The Westminster Review, but before the 

D 



50 THE LIFE OF W. J. FOX 

Review was he had approached hun at Bentham's desire 
with the request that he would be so very kind as to edit 
Not Paul but Jesus. This celebrated book, eventually 
published under the pseudonym of Gamaliel Smith, but in 
fact put together by Francis Place from Bentham's notes, 
existed in 1821 in the condition of an impublished manu- 
script — a potential firebrand, which Bentham and Bowring 
deemed meet to be attached to Fox. Fox declines to be 
entrapped ; he would be most happy to preface the book 
could he say that he thoroughly agreed with it or 
thoroughly disagreed ; " but my mind is in neither of these 
states." Later letters from Bowring refer to the condition 
of Unitarianism on the Continent, and in particular to the 
prospect of opening up more intimate relations with the 
Consistory of Geneva, which had undergone a similar 
doctrinal evolution to that of the EngUsh Presbyterians, 
halting, however, at Arianism. One letter contains the 
highly interesting statement, if well founded, " A yoimg 
Pole named KuszeUwski has given me most interesting 
details connected with the descendants of the old Socinians. 
He tells me there are many of them in the neighbourhood 
of Seszno." In another letter he says, " I have been under 
Robert Owen's talk for half the morning, and yesterday 
morning, and the day before, and am bedevilled in the 
mists of his millenniimi." Another note introduces Fox 
to the elder Mill. " Mr Mill wishes to see you because you 
are yourself, and I wish you to see him on the subject of 
infant schools." The following letter seems appalling, 
but only relates to one of those bourrasques not infrequent 
in Bowring's chequered career, which did not prevent his 
dying a prosperous gentleman c — 

2 Queen Square Place, 
September 22, 1829. 

You of course know that the storm has burst — ^my house 
abandoned — my wife and children dispersed, and I on the way 
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to other climes. It is useless to go over the melancholy gromid 
again. I am here [Mr Bentham's] for a few days, and then — 
away. 

What I wanted to do on my own account and risk is no longer 
to be thought of. If I can get subscribers enough, to publish 
my Hungarian books. If not, the MS. may be burnt. Ever- 
more, with kindest affection, best wishes, and und}dng remem- 
brance, John Bowring. 

The Poetry of the Magyars nevertheless appeared in 1830, 
and so early as January of that year the exile in expectancy 
is found in Wellington Street, Strand, corresponding with 
Fox about new contributions to The Westminster Review. 
Though circumstances separated the two men in after life, 
their regard remained imdiminished. In 1852 Bowring, 
then Governor of Hong Kong, was serviceable to Fox's 
second son, a young sailor in Eastern waters, and wrote to 
Fox with all the old philological enthusiasm about the 
progress which he fondly deemed himself to be making in 
Chinese. After Fox's death he wrote an elaborate article 
upon him in The Theological Review, which, if not entirely 
adequate, is creditable to his generosity, seeing that Fox 
had been one of the majority that condenmed his 
proceedings at Canton by the memorable division of 
February 1857, which interrupted the parliamentary 
careers of Cobden, Bright, Milner Gibson, Layard, and Fox 
himself. 

The inunediate instrument of Fox's connection with 
The Westminster Review, nevertheless, was not so much 
Bowring as Henry Southern, afterwards known in the 
diplomatic world as Lord Clarendon's secretary in Spain 
and British minister to Brazil, at that time a young man, 
apparently of ebullient animal spirits, ambitious of gaining 
a position in literature, less in the character of author than 
of editor. He was at one time part owner of The London 
Magazine, and had deserved well of letters by founding 
that valuable periodical, The Retrospective Review, which. 
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treated us accordingly. We are, however, not likely to fare the 
worse, though in all probability we shall appear under the 
banners of another finn. At present this is a secret (known to 
not more than a quarter of the world). Do not speak of it for 
your life until you see it published. I fear now that we shall not 
be out by the ist January. We are under apprehensions that 
the first number will be dull. I am disappointed in the article 
on Don Juan ; the man who wrote it had a design to ruin the 
review, and give me the benefit of a month's exercise in the 
treadmill. I suppose you will not undertake the task, to be 
done in ten days. If you do not, somebody must and that 
somebody will turn out to be me, who am overwhelmed with 
occupation. Well, it being that if you will not write I must, will 
you assist me with a few hmts, a few heads for a man, whose pen 
must run at nine knots, has not much leisure or inclination to 
knock up questions for the pleasure of knocking them down. 

You are prohibited by your cloth (the only bullet proof 
manufacture of wool) or I would call you names — ^where has 
your heart been that you have thus long neglected the stranger's 
grave ? * This comes of being a Unitarian. And the prospectus 
of the newspaper — ^you had need wear black — a. colour which 
the philosophers say arises from the absorption and destruction 
of all the rays of light, the emblems of truth. Pray let me hear 
immediately concerning the topics which I have thus liuninously 
touched upon, with my paper upon my popedom (that's my 
great scarlet armchair, the colour of the Italian Babylon you 
know) my toast alternate with my tea in my left hand, my 
right wielding that instrument with which I pick authors' 
eyes out, 

Believe me very truly yours, Henry Southern. 

Notwithstanding the precedent of Goethe, who im- 
pressed theological students to perform as imps in Don 
Giovanni, Southern can hardly have cherished sanguine 
expectations of inducing a minister of religion to review 
Dan Juan, which, in fact, was not reviewed at all, nor is it 
known who was the indiscreet contributor who so nearly 

* This perhaps refers to some contribution promised to The Retro- 
tp$€iiv$ KnUw, 
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may stop far short of the forms contemplated by Mr 
Owen, but there seems good reason to expect that they 
will be modified by the influence of his favourite co-opera- 
tive principle." 

The drawback to the generally favourable condition of 
things — though Fox does not sufiiciently recognise it as 
such — is the general spirit of cheap utilitarianism. Mathe- 
matics and metaphysics are neglected. " The multitude 
does not understand such matters, and the literary world 
only cares about what the multitude does understand." 
Scott is somewhat unexpectedly named as the author in 
whom the tendencies of the age are more fully impersonated. 
From the particular point of view presented this is de- 
fensible, but Fox has evidently no prevision of the in- 
fluence which Scott was to exert in rehabilitating the ideals 
of the past or of the great reaction in the Church of England 
towards mediaevalism already at the door. 

Notwithstanding the exhortations of Bowring, and at a 
later period of Stuart Mill, Fox wrote little more for the 
Westminster until, with the commencement of the new 
series in 1852, he was again enlisted to write the first 
article. His time was no doubt much occupied with the 
affairs of his congregation, and of the religious organisation 
of which it formed a part. The discourses which he after- 
wards learned to deUver extemporaneously, though never 
without premeditation, were at this period written out 
carefully in shorthand, though probably but Uttle use was 
made of the MS. in the pulpit. When Bishop Blomfield, 
then a London rector, attacked Unitarianism, Fox re- 
sponded (1823) with The Apostle John a Unitarian, by which 
title, as he explained, he did not intend to intimate that the 
Evangelist taught the simple humanity of Christ, but that 
he did not teach his deity. The tract is a good specimen 
of what would now be r^arded as an antiquated method 
of controversy. Fox also wrote much in The Monthly 
Repository ere yet the time had arrived when, as will be 
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there may be a few, who, if they cannot afford me their open 
countenance, will in some degree continue their private favour, 
and I am mistaken if I may not regard you as one of that " few " 
— ^for though we have seldom met, yet, when we have, it has 
been with intimacy, and I have met you as often as any, of that 
small number, whom I could esteem as friends. I say this 
because it is natural for you to suppose that I might have seen 
others more frequently — ^but, in truth, for the last two years, 
I have been secluded in the midst of the world, and during the 
last summer, and even into the present year, have had so much 
of mental infirmity as to be unable to see anyone without 
communicating pain, and inflicting greater on myself. 

But, to come to my present purpose, it is fitting I should at 
once tell you, that since I have come under the extreme power 
of the law, by the enforcement of just claims upon me which i 
am unable to discharge, my second daughter Fanny has been 
married to Mr Thomas Hensley of King Street Tower Hill. 
He is son to a daughter of old Mrs Seaton of Chatham, through 
an old friendship with whom I became acquainted with his late 
father. This young man is neither bookish, nor political, nor 
fanatical — ^but he is one of the most straightforward fellows in 
the world, and if he cannot make his way in it by plain dealing, 
he will not get through it at all. By business he is an optician 
and mathematical instrument maker, and there was a time 
when I had hoped to have assisted him but now I am powerless. 
His father died in rather embarrassed circumstances, and 
Thomas aided by another of his brothers has discharged every 
penny of this parent's debts, and so restricted his own means, 
that they are insuf&cient. He is nothing but an honest man, 
with an honest girl for his wife, and being my son-in-law, I feel, 
on my daughter's account, a painful anxiety for his welfare, 
and the more so, as he resisted the prudent remonstrances of 
prudent friends, who, as soon as my situation was known, gave 
him advice, which, if he had followed, would have broken my 
poor girl's heart. Tom's answer was a call upon me to walk 
out of the purlieus of a prison, and give him Fanny's hand at 
Aldgate Church. 

This Thomas Hensley is a candidate for the office of Deputy 
Sea-Coal Meter, which, if he gets into it, will give him and his 
wife bread. He has not a single friend in the Common Council, 
and knows no one to introduce him, but Dr Evans of Islington, 
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of whose Church his mother is a member, and he is one of the 
congregation. How I stood with the Conmion Comiciknen 
at one time I know well — ^how I stand with them now I pretty 
well guess — they are men " of credit and renown," and / am 
in poverty and distress. Now I cannot write a creature be- 
sides yourself on the subject, and I send you this letter by 
him, intreating that you will confer a kindness on me, in the 
midst of my mishaps, by aiding him to the utmost of your 
influence with such of the Coal Committee as you can bring it 
to bear upon. This solicitation to you is all the assistance I 
can give him, and, to be brief, I would desire each word a 
mouth, and each letter a tongue, to eloquently express my 
earnest desire for your friendship in his behalf. I believe I 
need say no more. 

If Mrs Fox will be pleased to accept my kind remembrances 
and you will convey them to her I shall be gratified. I have 
been separated from my family nearly six weeks during which 
time they were homeless. We have got together again within 
the last ten days in a little house by ourselves. Hoping that 
your health (which I have heard of frequently and diversely) 
is improving with the improving weather. 

i am, my dear sir, yours sincerely, W. Hone. 

Six weeks before the date of this letter, Hone, who had 
just commenced the publication of his Every Day Book, 
had been arrested for debt, and confined in the King's 
Bench, from which he had just emerged. He continued 
to work on the Day Book, drifted insensibly out of 
politics into antiquarianism, embraced evangelical views 
in religion, and ended his days in peace. 



CHAPTER III 

ELIZA FLOWER — HARRIET MARTINEAU 

DURING the latter half of the period of Fox's 
life sketched in the last chapter, side by side 
with his manifold activity as preacher and 
pubUcist, a silent current of private affection 
stole on, more influential in moulding his character and his 
destiny. He was still traversing the first of the three 
stages to which he thus adverted in a letter he, verging on 
seventy-three, wrote to his daughter on the last day of 
1858 :— 

What an immense array of Christmases and New Years I look 
back upon ! It is almost frightful. And in what a variety 
of connections and relations have they found and left me ! 
It would be a phantasmagoria of figures could I paint all the 
dinners and people. All the first batch was cleared off long 
ago — the second have almost all followed — and the succeeding 
set, if so it can be called, is very inferior to either. I am making 
up my accounts, and I think it is time. I wish you less variety 
and more continuity. 

Variety rather than continuity does indeed on a super- 
ficial view appear the note of Fox's exterior history. 
When he penned the above words, he felt conscious of 
having traversed numerous regions of activity, and left 
many things behind him. He was no longer preacher, 
lecturer, journalist, literary or dramatic critic ; his 
political energies were now restricted to the occupation of 
a seat in the House of Commons, where the failure of his 
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closely in external things. The inner relation between all 
three had long been intimate, and may be dated from 
the joint ascent of Ben Lomond, already mentioned, 
on 8th September 1823, an anniversary long observed by 
all of them. 

Eliza and Sarah Flower were the daughters of Benjamin 
Flower, celebrated in the history of the English press as 
the victim of an iniquitous prosecution for a free comment 
on what he deemed the poUtical inconsistency of Bishop 
Watson, which the House of Lords considered. Flower 
remarks, a breach of privil^e, and avenged its own dignity 
rather than the injuries of the Bishop (who took no action 
on his own behalf, and had not even seen the article when 
proceedings were commenced) by six months' imprison- 
ment in Newgate and a fine of a hundred pounds. Flower 
was at the time conducting The Cambridge Intelligencer, a 
journal distinguished by its independence and by the 
occasional contributions of Coleridge, six of whose poems 
it gave to the world, and whose benediction it received in 
the shape of a recommendation to the subscribers to his 
expiring Watchman, The themes were extracted from 
martyrdom by one upon whose head he had himself im- 
wittingly brought tribulation. There can hardly be a 
stronger indication of the vehemence of the recoil from 
liberal principles occasioned by the excesses of the French 
Revolution than that Miss Eliza Gould, schoolmistress at 
South Molton, Devon, had to choose between her school 
and The Cambridge Intelligencer. Persisting in her 
allegiance to her poUtical guide, she emancipated her 
pupils and repaired to the cell of the imprisoned editor, 
bestowed her heart on the spot, and her hand upon his 
release. She died in April 1810, leaving two young 
daughters, Eliza (bom 19th April 1803), the most dis- 
tinguished hitherto among English female composers, 
and Sarah (bom 22nd Febmary 1805), not the least 
among English poetesses. At the time of Mrs Flower's 
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He was delighted with Mary's singing, which was very unlike 
what he had heard from any other English young lady. She 
had been well taught, but she had that natural taste for music, 
the ear and the soul for it, without which teaching is of little 
avail. She sang much and often, because she loved it, becaiise, 
as she said, she could not help it. She sang to the nurse's 
children, she sang as she went up and downstairs ; she sang 
when she was glad, and when she was sorry. When her father 
was at home, because he liked it ; when he was out, because 
he would not be distiu-bed by it. In the woods at noonday 
she sang like a bird that a bird might hear her ; and if she 
woke in the night she said that the feeling of solemn music 
came over her, in the which she dared not break the silence. 
Everything suggested music to her, every piece of poetry which 
she knew and liked formed itself into melody in her mind 
without effort. When a gleam of sunshine burst out, she gave 
voice to it ; and long before she had heard any cathedral music 
the chanting of the Psalms was familiar to her by anticipation. 
When the sisters sat at work in the balcony, their voices would 
ring out clear and sweet by the hour together. Anne had a 
good ear, and a much richer voice, but not quite so prevailing 
a love for the art. 

Bliss Martineau proceeds to depict the girls' surviving 
parent as " Mr Byerley," whose prejudice against schools 
kept his daughters at home, and who refused to hearken 
to his friends' advice to import " a respectable elderly 
lady " to fill up the measure of what was lacking in him- 
self. "He declared his determination to educate them 
himself, independently of all assistance except that of 
masters for accomplishments. For such a task he was 
well qualified by high principle and extensive information, 
and what is valuable and beautiful in female character, 
but he had some eccentricities which were likely to unpair 
the effects of his most earnest and judicious endeavours. 
He was also much engaged in public life, and had therefore 
less conunand of his time than was desirable on account of 
his children." Hence it would come to pass that " if Mary 
[Eliza] had a silk bonnet, and Anna [Sarah] a straw, the 
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want, with our added capacities, something different, so never 
— but it was not this — ^but it has seemed to make Death so 
present to me, as to paralyse life itself. It goes into all I do, 
into all my pursuits, my thoughts and feelings, or rather it 
stands before them, a sort of dead wall, and if one's eyes do 
make pictures when they are shut,^ I see nothing but graves, 
and even they, it requires some energy to fill out of the nothing- 
ness which a sort of " where' s-the-use " sensation has enveloped 
me in as in a dark pall. But now the very love that should 
indemnify for suffering seems actually to take part with Death 
as if like Christabel and the serpent lady it looked upon the 
horrid object till it became like it. Do you understand this ? 
Of course heaven will shine out in the far distance presently — 
and we shall listen surprisedly to the memory of her sweet voice 
singing, " blest are the departed " (she wept dear soul when I 
heard her sing those words) and we shadl (see) it all more 
clearly. What a comfort it would be, Katie, if Death were to 
come in all his terrors as the good people say, in outward and 
visible presence of storm or earthquake or fire and not of the 
ordinary methods of nature's ways, so that we could see him 
strike the blow. 'Tis the silent operation of the being itself that 
is the worst of it, a succession of little accidents — ^nothing 
unusual — one of which if avoided it might all have been well 
upon the outward frame- work which holds all the rest together, 
and it all is shattered to ashes,— -but this very profligate 
talking, — and I did not know how my paper was going. 

I have got her picture — ^it was the likeness he thought the 
most like, and I look upon it till I fancy it is — she looks happy 
with the Uttle crucifix by her side, and the fresh flowers hanging 
over her, even when they cast their shadows upon her sweet 
face. How beautifully the Manchester people have felt and 
done — ^the delicacy with which they acted from first to last 
— ^the good taste — ^the deep feeling — more than all the liberality 
of opinion, such as would have been shown not in France, in 
some respects freer France, which the clergy, magistrates, etc., 
evinced. I do, yes I do like to think of these. The circum- 
stance that while the Catholic service, crucifix, tapers and all, 
was being performed over her, the Cathedral bell was tolling, 
bring tears that do one good and are a comfort, — she, an 

* " My eyes make pictures when they're shut." 

Coleridge, A Day Dream. 
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myself in blessing others; this is my ministry. With the 
feeblest powers of man, through all the progression, I shall pass 
to the mightiest energies of angel or archangel. " Speak, 
Lord, for thy servant heareth.'* Send me forth on the work 
now that shall buy my everlastingness. In whatever way it 
may be, however seemingly remote from direct reference to 
religion or futurity, advancing earth's good in preparing for 
heaven's occupation. There is not a shout of deliverance, or 
a murmur of gratitude, any more than a song of devotion, but 
what is a prelude to the chorus of the spirits of the just made 
perfect. I am immortal, I become so by death. 

Sarah Flower's correspondence with Fox in those early 
days was probably not less copious than Eliza's, but 
nothing remains of it except one letter of interest and a 
discursive familiar epistle, addressed to Fox, when in the 
Isle of Wight, a passage of which may be quoted as 
illustrative not only of her regard for him, but of the 
affection for her sister which was the very core and main- 
spring of her existence : — 

KiMBOLTON, Monday Night. 
[Postmark, Sept. 7, 1827.] 

Can any good come out of Kimbolton ? Ask Lizzie, and 
when she has given her decided negative, what will you say 
to my being so excited that I dare not think of sleep though 
it is past twelve o'clock. A lad of eighteen has been preaching 
his first sermon. And what with the delight at it such as it 
was, and the agony of his flushing face, quivering lips, and 
tremulous voice, O dear me ! it is such a way that I am in ! 
And what a night it is, and what a farewell the s\m gave, and 
how exquisitely the moon rose and beamed her consolation for 
his absence ! And what are you all doing ? dreaming of the 
sea by whose side you lingered, just gazing on its wide (not to 
you waste of) waters, and then looking upwards to that other 
ocean the heavens, at that one star, which is my own repre- 
sentative to remind you that, though in quite another world, 
the light of my affection is often with you in unclouded un- 
divided communion. Another look at the window, and those 
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as if it rolled over things without seeing any. He was directly 
opposite me. The next opposite pair were Mr D. and Mr 
Aspland. Behind Edward stood some rustic in a coloured 
coat, then Mr Jones, fixed, his eyes more than glistening ; for 
every now and then a big tear rolled down. In the comer sat 
Mrs Jones, her head down. Directly behind Aspland and 
between him and the fire, were three or four looking, listening 
and wondering children. Behind and on the left of me were 
several cottagers, females, and in that comer the post next 
to Mr Jones, was Sarah — sitting and sobbing unintermptedly. 
On ''the outside of the doo rand in two lines, widening as they 
extended from Mr Rutt and Mr Lindley stood about twenty 
villagers, intermixed among whom were two or three better 
dressed people from J-r-b-y (not unknown to me) and a 
singular appearance given to the whole, yet in harmony, by 
the attendants from London. This extended beyond the porch 
on each side, opening so as to leave the view unobstructed. 
In a direct line from these, in the centre was its open home with 
its waiting tenant ; and beyond, the low circle of young trees ; 
and beyond, the fields and hills ; and beyond and above, the 
heavens then gloomy, but not frowning, gleaming yet serene. 
And Aspland read quietly the chapter in Corinthians, and his 
voice swelled, but not loudly in its triumphant close, and he 
spoke briefly of immortality and the Resurrection, and of his 
[Mr Flower's] firm faith, and of what it had done for him, when 
they came there before [referring to Mrs Flower's death] and of 
the sincerity of his heart and the happiness of his life, and of 
affection and of sorrow and of hope ; and the prayer was brief 
and solemn and fervent, and we moved, and we moved, and 
they were united.^ — ^And there was a benediction — and my 
friend was in my soul, and my soul was in prayer, and my hand 
was on that knot of grass that overhimg them both — and it 
was over 1 1 

The following fragment is almost the only letter from 
Fox anywhere near this period that has escaped destrac- 
tion. It seems to have been prompted by the performance 
of a rival version of a ballad which Eliza had set to 
music : — 

^ Benjamin Flower and his wife in the same grave. 
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So to work I went, with needle and pen. It was truly life that 
I lived during those days of strong intellectual and moral effort. 

Miss Martineau proceeds to narrate how Fox encouraged, 
or rather constrained her, to try her hand at writing tales ; 
and how the result of her efforts. The Traditions of 
Palestine, first made her name known in literature. The 
story of her progress is amply narrated in her letters to 
Fox, which the present writer may draw upon for material, 
although, as the reader is no doubt aware, quotation is 
prohibited by her testamentary injunctions. It is difficult 
to conceive how Miss Martineau could consider herself 
justified in adopting the line she took in this matter. She 
must have been aware that her letters would often be 
needed to defend the characters of others ; sometimes, 
though this she may not have realised, against her own 
hasty and imcharitable utterances. With a selfishness en- 
tirely at variance with her habitual character, she was 
willing to condescend to " the one base thing, to receive and 
not to give" ; profiting by the contributions of others, with- 
out making any of her own. The only reason, apart from 
personal distaste, which she assigns, that the world may 
have lost more by the injury to epistolary freedom than it 
has gained by reading the letters of non-consenting letter- 
writers, is invalidated by two simple considerations ; 
that her own letters exhibit no trace of a deficiency in 
" epistolary freedom " ; but much the reverse : and that 
there the number of " non-consenting letter writers " 
has been too small to be worth taking into account. 
Miss Martineau, unfortimately, thought the reverse ; 
she deemed that she could do herself more justice by 
deliberate self-portraiture than by a frank imparting 
of biographical material. Never was there a sadder 
miscalculation. Autobiography is a terrible ordeal, 
to which perhaps no one in our time but Stuart Mill has 
gained by submitting. Miss Martineau's memoirs un- 
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imaginary invests the entire spiritual physiognomy with 
an aspect of hardness and self-assertion. Such, it is plain, 
were nor the distinguishing characteristics of the writer 
of these letters, rather was she swayed by a constant crav- 
ing for sjonpathy, and an affectionate desire to bestow it 
where she could expect a return. After her adored 
brother, James, Fox at the time stood highest upon her list 
of friends ; he understood her, she thought, better than 
anyone but James, the unique and incomparable. Her 
gratitude seems especially evoked by Fox's sympathy 
with essays written about the middle of 1832 for Tait's 
Magazine, which do not seem to be mentioned in her 
autobiography. One, relating to woman, she says she 
wrote with indescribable emotion. She speaks of the 
possibiUty of her contributing to the Quarterly or to the 
Edinburgh, remarking sarcastically that the dearth of 
qualified contributors is most encouraging to boys fresh 
from coU^e, whose essays are welcomed and inserted 
immediately. This would have been Uterally true of 
Henry Taylor, but the allusion is probably to Macaulay. 
She would fain have written for the Westminster, but is 
precluded from making any overtures by an insuperable 
antipathy to the editor, Bowring, the cause of which she 
leaves to conjecture. Poor Bowring, equally obnoxious 
to the Mills and Miss Martineau 1 At a later period, how- 
ever, Bowring's direct editorial connection having prob- 
ably ceased, she is wishful to review Macnish on " Sleep " 
for the Westminster, and also Southey's Colloquies with Sir 
Thomas More, which contemporaneously afforded so much 
scope foi: the satire of Macaulay. Within a few years her 
memorable article upon The Martyr Age of the United 
States gave her a leading place among contributors to the 
Westminster. Much of Harriet Martineau's early corre- 
spondence is occupied by reUgious topics. It is interesting 
to remark that she was occupied by difficiQties about the 
administration of the Lord's Supper at the same time as 

F 
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a different title and with a different publisher. There 
appears no trace of resentment against Fox, to whom she 
continued to write cordially : yet the closeness of their 
friendship was undoubtedly impaired for the time by 
another misunderstanding, without which the difficulty 
about publication might perhaps never have existed. 

This arose from that remarkable episode in Miss 
Martineau's Uterary life, the composition of her Poor Law 
Tales. These owed their origin to the impulsiveness of 
Lord Brougham, to whom the first five nimibers of the 
lUustraiions of Political Economy were sent by Thomas 
Drummond, afterwards celebrated as Irish Secretary. 
Lord Brougham had probably already heard that one of 
the tales now so boundlessly popular had been rejected as 
" dull " by a sub-committee of his own pecuUar bantling, 
the Society for the Diffusion of Useful Knowledge. He 
could not but perceive that this had been a great mistake, 
and anxiety to get the sibyl and her books back again and 
desire to enlist an able pen in aid of his own, in this instance 
perfectly disinterested and pubUc spirited, purposes. He 
therefore proposed that Miss Martineau shoidd write a 
series of tales exposing the evils of the Poor Law. In 
itself the notion was entirely reasonable. Of all the benefit 
conferred by the Reform administration on the coimtry 
the greatest was the enactment of the New Poor Law, and 
none of their measures was equally unpopular. A writer 
in Miss Martineau's position might be expected to produce 
a powerful and salutary impression upon pubUc opinion, 
and no one who knows Harriet Martineau will disbelieve her 
assurance that her sole incentive to the undertaking was 
the hope of promoting the general good. But she had 
another work in hand which she was bound to complete 
and which was as yet far from completion : and her tales 
were to be published by the Society for the Diffusion of 
Useful Knowledge, a body which was far from enjoying 
her good opinion in all respects. " It was hardly right in 
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colloquy, whether as regarded Miss Martineau's remunera- 
tion or, what she valued more, her independence. The 
Diffusion Society's committee were not to see the books 
any sooner than the pubUc, no one was to inspect them 
but the Chancellor himself, and he was to interfere only 
by suggestion. She was to write three tales in 1833 and 
twelve in 1834 : ^ and, with regard to remimeration, just 
as she was opening her mouth to propose 3^50 for each 
story, the Chancellor stopped it by the offer of £100. 
All seemed well, and yet an undertone in Harriet 
Martineau's letters reveals a certain imeasiness lest she 
should seem to be passing from one poUtical camp to 
another. Her motives were of the purest, yet she must 
have been inwardly conscious that she was not entirely 
tmaffected by the caresses and flatteries she was receiving 
not only from Brougham but from Grey and Durham. 
Fox on his part, while perfectly sincere in disliking the new 
alliance, was probably more influenced than he knew by 
the inevitable reflection that it would have been a most 
fehcitous arrangement if the new series could have been 
published by his brother, instead of by the society. He 
wrote Miss Martineau a letter of caution which she 
characterises as wise and valuable, and which, were it 
extant, would probably be found to sum up the entire 
situation. The general state of the case may be conjectured 
from a letter of Miss Martineau of somewhat later date, 
in which, after speaking with delight of the revival of the 
blessed old times by a visit she has been paying Fox, she 
mentions as the only drawback the suspicion under which 
she lay of abated Radicalism ; but she will prove that it 
is one thing to enjoy the conversation of the most intellec- 
tual man in the world, and another to approve his measures 
and have confidence in his principles. The statement, 

^ She says in her autobiography that she " was steady in refusing to 
write more than four altogether." This may have been the arrange- 
ment ultimately made, but her statement in her letter to Fox of loth 
December 1832 is as above. 
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tion. Miss Martineau acknowledges that he was sub- 
stantially right : — 

I do not repent doing these tales, because I hope and believe 
they were useful at a special crisis ; but they never succeeded 
to an3rthing Uke the extent of my own Series ; and it certainly 
appeared that all connection with the Diffusion Society and 
Lord Brougham and the Whig Government was so much 
detriment to my usefulness and my influence. 

In fact, only four stories were published, and Miss 
Martineau did not receive her full due even for these. 
She was, as has been seen, to have received £100 
for each : £75 from the society, and the remainder 
guaranteed by Lord Brougham. The society fulfilled 
its contract, but not one penny of Lord Brougham's 
money was ever forthcoming. Miss Martineau was too 
magnanimous to press him ; and it is due to her to record 
the conviction that the acerbity with which she speaks of 
him is in no degree to be attributed to this incident, but 
to his attacks at a later period, assuredly most mischiev- 
ous and imprincipled, upon the Canadian mission of the one 
statesman she really venerated, Lord Durham. 

One of the most interesting sections of Harriet 
Martineau's correspondence with Fox is that comprising 
the letters written from the home of her brother James at 
Dublin, during a visit to Ireland in the summer of 1831. 
They show what grievous injustice she did herself in the 
autobiography, and no less how little, accurate as the 
book generaUy is in the relation of matters of fact, it can be 
relied upon for the delineation of subjective states of 
feeling. Miss Martineau says (p. 99) that her relation 
with her brother James had " reached its highest point, 
and had begun to decline" somewhere between 1820 
and 1824. The fallaciousness of her recollection is shown 
by these letters, since it is impossible to conceive the 
relation carried to a greater height than they reveal, or a 
nearer approach to the ideal of sisterhood. Could they be 
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with me till I had rent it and cast it off ; and if they were not 
equally ready with their sympathy when I had fomid freedom, 
but disposed to turn from me in proportion as I was able to 
take care of myself, to do the same office for other incipient or 
struggling beings, this does not lessen my sense of obUgation to 
them for the help and support they gave me in my season of 
intellectual and moral need. 

" The friends I met with at his house " denote the Miss 
Flowers, with whom, especially Eliza, Miss Martineau was 
for some years united in affectionate friendship. 
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afterwards. No considerable change, however, appears 
in the general tenor of the publication, though Harriet 
Martineau and J.J. Tayler become regular contributors, 
and one series of articles of Fox's own (1830) on the Ufe 
of Thomas Belsham, the leading controversial champion 
of Unitarianism in his day, attracted extravagant admira- 
tion from James Martineau. " I never received so much 
delight and improvement in so short a space from any- 
thing out of the Bible." The essay was indeed remarkable 
for its recognition of the development of Unitarian preach- 
ing out of controversy into a general spirit of humanity, 
culminating for the time in Channing, but presageful of 
the Martineaus and Theodore Parkers of the future. The 
essay, nevertheless, like all the rest of the magazine, was 
composed from a denominational point of view, and Fox 
was ambitious of a wider sphere. In the following year 
(1831) he took the bold step of purchasing the Repository 
from the Unitarian Association, " at its full and fair worth," 
he says, and certainly he would not have been permitted 
to acquire it upon other terms. How the sinews of war 
were provided does not appear. Fox may have had 
monied friends, but there is no trace of anyone but himself 
having claimed a controlling interest in the magazine 
so long as he continued to conduct it. 

Fox's venture forms in one respect an era in the history 
of English periodical Uterature, for it was the first en* 
deavour to estabUsh a monthly magazine corresponding 
to the great quarterlies in general elevation and seriousness 
of tone. Blackwood, Fraser (only just come into being) 
and The New Monthly were full of excellent reading, and 
frequently contained essays and fiction of first-class merit ; 
yet a large proportion of their contents was designedly 
light and jocular, nor were they steadily animated by any 
lofty purpose. The only serious mission of Blackwood 
and Fraser seemed to be to bolster up Toryism ; but even 
this was pursued in a spasmodic fashion. Blackwood, as 
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Taylor, better known to fame as Mrs Stuart Mill, allured 
her future husband, and Eliza Flower and her sister 
brought Robert Browning. Cherchez la femme I 

Harriet Mill occupies a position below her desert in the 
intellectual history of her time. This is in a measure 
unavoidable in the case of those who have left no tangible 
evidence of their power. The lot of gifted ladies is hard : 
if they write they are liable to be anathematised as 
" scribbling women," if they are content to guide and 
inspire, the reality of the invisible influence is called in 
question. Mrs Mill's celebrity has no doubt suffered from 
the apparent extravagance of the claim preferred by her 
husband upon her behalf. ' ' Only J ohn Mill's reputation/' 
Grote said, " could survive such displays." The glowing 
character Mill has drawn of her mental perfections might 
pass as eulogy, but when comparison enters increduUty 
appears along with her. It is easy to beUeve that Mill 
** never presumed to judge Carlyle with any definiteness " 
imtil Mrs Taylor told him what he ought to think about 
him, but it does not follow that " her mind and nature 
included Carlyle's and infinitely more." Carlyle's descrip- 
tion of her as " pale and passionate and sad-looking, a Uving 
romance heroine " confirms Mill's parallel of her " in 
general spiritual characteristics, as well as in temperament 
and organisation " to Shelley, but he should not have 
added, " In thought and intellect, Shelley, as fe.r as his 
powers were developed in his short Ufe, was but a child 
compared to what she ultimately became." After this, 
one is almost inclined to accept the remark attributed by 
Professor Bain to Mr Goldwin Smith, that " Mill's hallucina- 
tion as to his wife's genius deprived him of all authority 
wherever that came in " : but upon comparison of the 
work performed by Mill after his acquaintance with her. 
with that which he had done before, it vrill be admitted 
that he was not the victim of hallucination but of a 
defective sense of proportion. It might have been 

G 
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soiprise that it should have left so little trace except for the 
one overwhelming passion of his Ufe. That Mrs Taylor did 
not absolutely monopolise his admiration may be gathered 
from his accoimt of her " Ufe of inward meditation, varied 
by feuniliar intercourse with a small circle of friends, of 
whom one only (long since deceased) was a person of genius, 
or of capacities of feeling or intellect kindred with her 
own." This can be no other than Eliza Flower. Fox on 
his part thought no less highly of the object of Mill's devo- 
tion than Mill of his, and his conviction rebukes the 
scepticism of those to whom she is known only through 
Mill. On i6th November 1858 he exclaims in a letter to 
Mrs P. A. Taylor : " Mrs MiU gone ! so lovely once ! so 
superb ever ! " The next day he wrote to his daughter at 
Rome : — 

The day you left came news of Miss Macready's death, poor 
good aunty! Next day came news touching me far more 
nearly. Mrs Mill died on the 3rd at Avignon. She would not 
have objected to being buried there, in the ground to which 
Petrarch has given a wide- world fame ; and of which it might 
(if she remains) be said, " A greater than Laura is here.** 

The story of Mill's platonic affection for Mrs Taylor is 
too well known to need elucidation in this place. Accord- 
ing to Professor Bain, their mutual acquaintance was 
formed through Fox, to whom Mrs Taylor, knowing or 
divining a fellow-sufferer, had disclosed the uncongeniality 
of her wedded estate, from her husband's want, not of 
feeling, but of culture. In thus gaining a friend for 
Mrs Taylor, he gained an ally for himself in Mill, whose 
labours were in every sense labours of love. Mercenary 
motives were the last that could be attributed to any con- 
tributor. " One of the pleasantest results of more ex- 
tended success," said Fox, addressing his readers, " would 
be the consequent abiUty to put them on the same footing 
as the contributors to other periodicals," and he announced 
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his intention of placing all surplus profits, after reasonable 
allowance for such capital and editorial labour, at their 
disposal. But it must be feared that there never were any 
surplus profits ; though we learn from Fox himself that up 
to the end of 1833 ^^ "^^ist there was no deficit. The great 
misfortune attending the relaxed condition of the sinews 
of war was that this prevented his enlisting contributors 
Uke Carlyle, who could not afford travailler pour le Rat de 
Prusse. 

India House, 
April 3rd, 1832. 

My dear Sir, — ^I am sorry that you should think of apolo- 
gising for a proposal by which I ought to be, and am very much 
flattered. There was no brusquerie on your side to be apolo- 
gised for, but much dullness and incapacity of speaking intelli- 
gibly on mine : as is usual when I am taken unexpectedly and 
have anything to say on the spur of the moment. I learn 
every day by fresh instances that only when I have a pen in 
my hand can I make language and manner the true image of 
my thoughts. This is not only a fault in itself, but an index 
to other faults. 

What I would say now, and would have said at the moment, 
but for my habitual unreadiness, is, that nothing would be more 
agreeable to me than to be allowed to insert in The MoniUy 
Repository anything I might write which might be so fortunate 
as to be deemed fit for it ; but that I would avoid, as I alwavs 
do, any literary engagement, wishing to write nothing for its 
own sake, but always because I am led to write it by the course 
of my habitual pursuits, and in execution of the general pur- 
poses of my life. Most persons, if I were to say this to them, 
would set me down as a perfect monster of affectation and self- 
conceit ; yet it is only putting into words what all persons ought 
at all times to have in their minds, as the guiding principle of 
their conduct. If it were my vocation, as it is probably yours, 
to instruct the general public, by preaching, public speaking and 
popular writing, I should devote myself to it, and there is 
scarcely any person with whom I should be so proud to co- 
operate as with yourself. But this is not what I am fittest for ; 
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nor do I find that time renders me fitter for it, but rather the 
contrary. 

Times and circumstances may come in which I should prob- 
ably think it my duty, however imfit, to buckle to the task, 
and make it, for the time, the principle of my life. But at 
present many things, far less conspicuously useful, but yet not 
unworthy that some one should make them his chief object of 
intellectual pursuit, must continue to hold the first place in my 
thoughts. And no one can do anything well, in this earthly 
pilgnmage of ours, in doing which he steps out of his way and 
delays his journey. 

I will not therefore, make any promise, nor should I fed 
justified in leading you to reckon upon my offering anything to 
The Monthly Repository, But what I no not undertake, it by 
no means follows that I shall not do, and I was even thinking at 
the very time when your note reached me, of writing something 
which might possibly suit the design of the Repository. At aU 
events, whenever I do write anything of the kind, I can find 
no mode of disposing of it that would be more pleasing to me 
than by giving it to the world under your auspices. 

With many thanks for the extremely delicate and flattering 
tenour of your note. Believe me, most truly yours, 

J. S. Mill. 

The result of this carefully guarded promise of help, the 
offer of the " something that might possibly suit the 
design " of the periodical, appears in the September 
Number (1832) : an essay " On Genius," with the signature 
which Mill at first adopted in The Monthly Repository, of 
" Antiquus " ; but afterwards discarded for " A." 

About the same time, when Mill's first article appeared 
in the Repository, he was writing to Fox on another subject 
in which he was passionately interested : — 

India House, 
18 October, 1832. 

My dear Sir, — My friend Andrd Marcbais, who pays me the 
compliment of making me the depository and instrument of 
the plans he forms for bringing about a good understanding be- 
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In the early part of the next year, an indisposition for 
work seems to have possessed Mill. He writes under date 
of 19th May : — 

Dear Mr Fox, — ^If there are any rumours that I was writing 
anything for The Monthly Repository of this month, I am sorry 
I cannot confirm them. I have abundance of vague intentions 
of writing for you but I have been very idle of late, and in fact 
never have be^n in a state more unfit for work ; from various 
causes, the chief of which is, I think, a growing want of interest 
in all the subjects which I understand, a growing sense of in- 
capacity ever to have real knowledge of, or insight into the 
subjects in which alone I shall ever again feel a strong interest. 
... I feel so unequal to any of the higher moral and aesthetic 
subjects that because I would rather write something than 
nothing, I have had thoughts of offering you a few pages on a 
stupid book lately published by a man named Alison, pretend- 
ing to be a history of the French Revolution. I am sick of that 
subject, but I could write something on it which perhaps would 
be of more use to The Monthly Repository than something 
better would be. . . ."^ 

Referring to a charming description by Fox of a May Day 
spent in country scenes (entitled "Local Logic*") and to en- 
thusiastic talks about the beauty of the place referred to, 
Mill continues : — 

I did know the neighbourhood of Umpsfield, part of it, at 
least, in my childhood, and have walked in it and atxmt it 
since, but am not familiar with it. I do not know the particular 
walk you allude to, though your description enables me to con* 
ceive it almost as if I knew it. I mean to renew my acquaint* 
ance with Limpsfield, cultivate and perfect it. That seims 
to me the only [dace on earth where it is pofsible U) he ha|>|)V — 
although it is you who have been t^iere and fU)t I — Slt^mfd I 
say although ? and not rather because ? Uoe« tlie PoUtical 
Cyclopaedic {dan go on swimniini^y ? Where in tieaven and 
earth are yon to find writers ? It is very easy to find people 
who can write ill, but very diflbmlt to coUect together even otm 

^ RcpaUuhed in voL iii ol MiU'$ B$Myt, 
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been made to me for writing anything either in The MotUUy 
Repository, or elsewhere, that is what I should like best, because 
it is the subject I am most interested in, and to be treated in 
the manner in which I think myself most equal to treating it. I 
have always done more justice to a subject when I have treated 
it controversially than when I have attempted sjrstematic 
exposition. I should not do for the pulpit, for I am always cold 
when I *' have all the palaver to m5^f ," and besides I always 
find most to say when I do not feel imder an obligation to say 
all that can be said. 

Pray let me know when I am to begin ; that is, let me have 
the paper I am to reply to, as early as may be." 

Mill's article appeared in August. On 7th September 
Mill writes again from the India House about contributions 
to The Monthly Repository : " I am ashamed to say I can 
give no hope that ' Blakey ' will be ready on Monday though 
I think part of him will be." Nevertheless, the article 
referred to, a most merciless onslaught upon Blakey's 
History of Moral Science, appeared in October. 

This short review of an xmimportant book is of much 
significance in Mill's intellectual history, for it reveals him 
as maintaining exactly the same thesis as he more than 
thirty years afterwards supported in the famous con- 
troversy with Mansel, which gained him the benediction 
of Maurice and Thirlwall. Blakey had maintained, or was 
understood by Mill to have maintained, that " Virtue is 
constituted by the will of God " : — 

If we believe this, we believe that God does not declare what 
is good, and command us to do it, but that God actually makes 
it good. . . . We have expended more words than were perhaps 
necessary upon so preposterous a doctrine. Otir excuse must 
be the infinitely mischievous tendency of a theory of moral 
duty according to which God is to be obeyed, not because God is 
good, nor because it is good to obey him, but from some motive 
or principle which might have dictated equally implicit obedi- 
ence to the powers of darkness. Such a philosophy, in pro- 
portion as it is realised in men's lives and characters, must 
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Besides Mill, the Repository boasted among its contri- 
butors one other star of the first magnitude, but its cele- 
brity in connection with Browning depends less upon his 
scanty contributions than upon its own distinction as the 
herald of a great and, but for it, in that day, an entirely 
neglected genius. Fox has thus inscribed his own name 
with honour on the roll of English critics, yet it may be 
doubted whether this honour would have been his but for 
Eliza and Sarah Flower. Though his temperament was 
highly poetical, his taste was formed on obsolete models, 
and the entrance of new light was gradual and difficult. 
Of this there is an amazing proof in a letter to Bowring 
1830. Bowring had requested a contribution to the 
Westminster, Fox replies : — 

I suppose you would not like me to do Shelley, else there is 
now an opportunity. Hunt has published The Beauties of 
Shelley, Stuff ! the only beauty he ever had was his wife. 

The testimony to Mary Shelley's attractions is accept- 
able at any rate. But if Fox could not appreciate Shelley, 
Eliza and Sarah Flower could, and when the poem of his 
young disciple and their young proUgi came up for review, 
it can scarcely be doubted that Fox's duty was promptly 
set plainly before him. Browning was not imknown to him. 
About 1824 the " golden-curled young poet," not yet in his 
teens, had made the acquaintance of the Misses Flower 
through mutual friends, a family named Sturtevant : and 
Eliza, who must at that time have seemed the incarnation 
of a poet's dreams, and who appealed to the musician as 
well as to the poet in him, inspired him with an innocent 
boyish passion which probably foimd more or less expression 
in his Incondita, This collection of lyrics never, indeed, 
got into print, but a maniiscript copy made by Eliza Flower 
came into the possession of Mrs Bridell Fox, by whom it 
was in 1866 restored at his earnest soUcitation to Browning, 
who destroyed it. Had he preserved it and suppressed 
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with much discrimination. They include the word- 
picture of Andromeda : — 

So beautiful 
With her dark eyes, earnest and still, and hair 
Lifted and spread by the salt sweeping breeze ; 
And one red beam, all the storm leaves in heaven 
Resting upon her eyes and hair, such hair ! * 
As she awaits the snake on the wet beach 
By the dark rock, and the white wave just breaking 
At her feet ; quite naked and alone. 

The impassioned apostrophe to Shelley as the " Sun- 
treader " is also quoted ; and the remark that " the 
common eye scarcely yet discerns among the laurel- 
crowned the form of Shelley " is perhaps intended as a 
palinode on the critic's part, as well as a hint to the young 
author not to expect immediate popularity. Browning's 
affinity to Shelley at this early stage of his poetical growth 
was at all events very clear to Fox. He wrote a few months 
later the essay so extolled by Mill — his " Local Logic," in 
the description of a woodland picnic in connection with 
Caroline Southwood Smith's Pestalozzian school : — 

Shelley and Tennyson are the best books for this place. 
They sort well with the richness, in every sense ; with the warm 
mists, and the rustUng of the woods, and the ceaseless melody 
of sound. They are natives of this soil ; Uterally so ; and if 
planted would grow as surely as a crowbar in Kentucky 
sprouts tenpenny nails. Probatum est. Last autumn L[izzie 
Flower] dropped a poem of Shelley's down there in the wood, 
among the thick, damp, rotting leaves, and this spring someone 
found a deUcate exotic looking plant growing wild on the very 
spot, with " Pauline " hanging from its slender stalk. Unripe 
fruit it may be, but of a pleasant flavour and promise, and a 
mellower produce, it may be hoped, will follow. 

Fox's review of Paracelsus, and the general relations 
of Browning to Fox's circle, will be more conveniently 

^ As originally published, and as printed in the Repository, " face 
and hair." 
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which had straggled into a newspaper." In the review 
itself he tells how in the autumn of 1830, amid the agita- 
tion produced by the revolution in France : 

It was our blessed hap to escape for a while from the feverish 
and tumultuous scenes, with a Uttle book which no flourish 
of newspaper trumpets had announced, and in whose train no 
reviewers had waved their banners, but which made us feel 
that a new poet had arisen in the land, and that there was 
hope for man in powers and principles and enjoyments which 
flows a deep and everlasting under-current, beneath the stony 
surface of poUtical changes and conflicts. We profess no in- 
difference to the whirlwind, the earthquake, and the fire, but 
that still small voice sank profoundly into our hearts, breathing 
in calmer and hoUer hope. 

The review itself cannot be considered equal to that of 
the apparently less reviewable Pauline. It is less felicitous 
in quotation, and selects for praise many lines subsequently 
altered or cancelled by the poet's maturer judgment. But 
it is a refreshing contrast to that atrocious sin against light, 
Lockhart's review in the Quarterly ; and, if less polished 
than Arthur Hallam's, is exempt from the suspicion of 
camaraderie. 

Fox was far from sparing himself, and his multipUed 
activity upon the Repository must have been of great 
service in giving him a grasp of affairs and qualifying him 
for the part he was to perform in political Ufe. The 
preacher had become a publicist. The number was fre- 
quently prefaced by some article on a pressing topic of the 
day from his pen, and his editorial ofiice required him to 
notice a host of new pubhcations, some of which, such as 
Wakefield on the Punishment of Death, served as texts for 
the pithy enunciation of deeply-felt ideas of his own. The 
keynote of his political utterances is an intense sympathy 
for the working classes and a consuming zeal for their 
elevation, especially by an enlarged franchise and the 
education which none more closely perceived would be 
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essential to the right use of freedom. The working classes 
would never have had a more judicious friend, had Fox 
been able to moderate a hostility to the higher orders of 
society only excusable as an effect of the bitterness en- 
gendered by their long and imjust monopoly of political 
power. Yet, with all the writer's vigour, it is clear that 
the inspiring spirit is rather that of a poet than of a 
politician. Political is with him but the pathway to 
social reform. He writes to Eliza Flower in a letter of 
15th December 1834 : — 

To-morrow morning we shall probably have the settlement 
of the new administration, and perhaps by evening the dis- 
solution of Parliament. I can then begin upon my first article, 
which I want to make a philosophical and poetical poUtical 
article on the true spirit of Reform, as a real spirit in the soul of 
man, and not an affair of business or party. 

No wonder that a man who wrought in this spirit after- 
wards foimd the Anti-Corn Law League too narrow for 
him, entirely as he sympathised with its object. He was 
equally impatient of contracted views on subjects which 
touched him more nearly. He was a pioneer of female 
suffrage, but after pointing out what he regarded as the 
anomaly that woman might sit upon the throne, but not 
vote at an election, he adds, " We do not attach any 
particular importance to the continuance or cessation of 
this apparent absurdity. It is only one form of a far 
deeper and more extensive social anomaly." 

Man has crippled female intellect, and thereby enfeebled his 
own. In training a dependent, he has lost a companion. As 
aristocracy had legislated for him, so has he for woman — both 
theworsefor success in what they deemed their peculiar interest 
In claiming science, poUtics, philosophy, and all the higher 
regions of thought for himself, and warning off intrusion by 
placarding them with the word unfeminine, he has de- 
prived himself of the best sympathy, the most efficient aid, the 
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mightiest stimulus, and the noblest reward of his own most 
honourable toils. 

It is sufficiently clear of whom Fox was thinking. Eliza 
Flower copied all his articles, and her influence is no doubt 
to be especially traced in such as the above, and in those 
<Mi literary and musical subjects. An account of the 
Norwich musical festival of 1833 is a good example of the 
playfulness which is rarely long absent from Fox's most 
serious moods : — 

Good people of Norwich, mkke your Festivals cheaper, hold 
them every year, cherish your chorus-singers, and never care 
whether the music be blue and white, or orange and purple. 
Your gentry have abominably demoralised your conununity 
for all political purposes ; you have to regain a character in the 
country, for ever3nvhere they call you all sorts of rascally names ; 
and you cannot do better than carry on, as you have already 
commenced, a great Musical Reform for the good of the nation 
at large. It is quite a godsend for you, as good a thing as 
Greece was for Lord Byron, when Don Juan began to pall. 
You cannot be more honourably or usefully patriotic ; it will 
be better than returning a milk-and-water brace of blues at the 
next election ; for that will be a great wickedness if done for 
money, and a great folly if done for nothing. 

About this time, Mr Pickwick, proceeding to the 
Eatanswill election, " booked by the Norwich coach." 

Fox's writing in general attains so high a level of ex- 
cellence that one almost wonders that it has not proved 
more enduring. This is partly to be explained by the 
degree to which it is employed upon subjects of merely 
temporary interest, but a deeper reason is that it was 
precisely such subjects that Fox was best qualified to 
treat. " To popularise among the many, the more im- 
mediately practical results of the thoughts and experience 
of the pen," wrote Mill in his essay on "Jimius Redivivus," 
is the great intellectual business of our time." In this Fox 
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was admirable, and he could contribute from his own stores 
also. But he was not a profound thinker, or gifted with 
a genius for discovery. A page of Carlyle, or Emerson, or 
James Martineau is sure to yield something which either 
drops baffled from the mind it would penetrate, or sur- 
prises as with a sudden illumination. Fox is always in- 
telligible, generally delightful and profitable, but he rarely 
bres^ up the fountains of the great deeps within the souL 
He is a Preacher, not a Prophet, a poet nevertheless ; and 
his productions attain the standard of genius in proportion 
to their glow of poetic rapture. A fine instance is the 
dithyrambic on " MarieUi " (Mary Kingston's) setting of 
" Riile Brittannia," a gorgeous vision of Britain's ascent 
" from out the azure main," terminating, however, to the 
scandal of the miUtary and naval professions, with 
Britannia's renunciation of her helmet for a wreath, and 
the metamorphosis of her trident into a cornucopia. Fox's 
demeanour at the time of the Crimea was, however, to 
show that the spirit of the Volimteers of 1803 was not so 
extinct in him as he thought. Other themes which called 
forth his best powers were protests against what he deemed 
social injustices, and pleas for those, especially women, who 
suffered from them. His most remarkable effort of this 
description was The Victim, the story of Mehetabel 
Wesley of which Mill wrote to him : — 

That article on Mehetabel Wesley is very painful — as it ought 
to be — ^but beautiful and valuable beyond anything that I have 
read either in The Monthly Repository or elsewhere for many, 
many months. 

Mehetabel, John Wesley's unhappy sister, was a 
modern Jephthah's daughter, whose story might seem 
incredible if it did not come on the authority of her own 
family. Her father prevented her marriage with the 
man to whom she had given her heart. She vowed in 
distraction that she would wed the first man who asked 
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her. The Rector of Epworth approved himself a second 
Jephthah, and when a low, uneducated person appeared 
as a suitor, Mehetabel was actually compelled to marry 
him, with the assent, as would seem, of all the family 
except one sister. She died after twenty-five years of 
suffering, leaving behind her one poem of such beauty as 
alone would justify Fox's character of her as 

A beautifully organised creature, endowed with that peculi- 
arity of the nervous system which is the physical temperament 
of poetry ; which quickens alike the organs of sense and the 
apparatus of thought ; which makes perception clear, imagina- 
tion vivid, and emotion intense ; and to which earth is either 
heaven or hell as external circumstance harmonises or jars 
with the internal constitution. 

It is probable that Fox was mainly reUeved of the busi- 
ness cares connected with the Repository by his brother 
Charles who had become the publisher upon the transfer 
of the copyright. His contributions and editorial corre- 
spondence must nevertheless have occupied much time, and 
when it is remembered that he was then at the zenith of his 
fame as a preacher, and active as an orator and organiser 
in the Reform agitation, Uable moreover to frequent in- 
terruptions from illness and the discomforts of an unhappy 
home, it seems marvellous how he should have successfully 
met such incessant drafts upon strength and spirit. Nor 
would he, but for a devotion inspired by the truest 
affection. 

During the first year of Fox's proprietorship, he 
obtained valuable aid from Harriet Martineau, a warm 
friend who would assuredly have continued an extensive 
contributor but for the simultaneous pubUcation of her 
lUustraHons of Political Economy, She had been, as we 
have seen, a contributor to the Repository before it had 
become Fox's property : her writings for the new series 
characteristically conmienced with an essay on the duty 
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action of the nuptial tie. The evils, which you propose to 
remove are confessedly great ; and I am deeply persuaded of 
the benevolence of spirit, with which you seek their removal ; 
but it appears to me, in the vague manner in which the doctrine 
has hitherto been inculcated in the pages of The Monthly 
Repository, that the remedies proposed would only lead to 
greater evils — ^that what constitutes the sanctity of the moral 
tie — ^the feeling that husband and wife have reciprocal duties 
to perform towards each other — must bear and forbear — and 
draw moral discipline from the trials which grow out of each 
other's infirmities — ^that all this would be weakened by the 
proposed relaxation of the contract — ^that children would often 
be wretchedly provided for — and that a still greater licentious- 
ness would mark the intercourse of the sexes — ^both from the 
circumstance of a man's being able to represent to a woman 
that any connection was in fact a marriage, and from the pros- 
pect before both of being able ultimately to dissolve the 
marriage, if they found it more agreeable to do so. These are 
my first impressions ; I confess I have not thought deeply on 
the subject. I rejoice the discussion has begun, because I think 
it a very important one, and I wish to gain more dear and 
definite ideas on the most important of aU the institutions of 
civilised society. It is a subject, which it seems to me should 
be treated both earnestly and copiously. What I could not 
but regret in one or two articles in The Monthly Repository was 
the slightness and brevity of manner, in which so grave a 
subject was handled. Yours, my dear Sir, very sincerely, 

J. J. Tayler. 

The portrait of Charles Reece Pemberton prefixed to his 
literary remains delineates something intermediate be- 
tween Garibaldi and a troubadour, and fairly represents a 
loyal, simple and disinterested character, dominated by 
enthusiastic impulse. Bom in Wales in 1790, brought up 
as a brassfounder at Binningham, he fled from an un- 
sympathetic uncle to fall into the hands of a pressgang, 
served on several ships of war, and went through most of 
the adventures recorded in his autobiographic novel. 
Pel [Peregrine] Verjuice. By some unexplained vicissitude 
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execrable translationof Wahrheit und D%cJUung,haLd covered 
Goethe with silly ridicule. It did not then seem absurd 
to speak of Goethe and Kotzebue in the same breath. 
Goethe's death induced Fox to approach Robinson with 
the proposal that he should reveal the poet to the readers 
of the Repository. Subject and writer were felicitously 
chosen. Goethe was personally known to Robinson, and 
equally admired by him as man and author. He set to 
work vigorously, and produced a serviceable abstract 
of Goethe's writings. A review of Sarah Austin's 
Characteristics of Goethe was afterwards added. It will 
be seen by the following excerpts that the relations of 
author and editor were not entirely without friction. 
Robinson was evidently nervous and fastidious : — 

Plowden Buildings, 
5 April, 1832. 

I should have great pleasure indeed in writing about Goethe 
did I not feel most strongly that it isa task far above my strength, 
nevertheless I will send you something that without pretending 
to be a critical article may serve to gratify the curiosity of your 
readers. The appreciation of Goethe's poetical and philosoph- 
ical character will be a problem on which the first spirits of the 
two or three next generationswiU delight toexercise themselves. 
It would be presiunptuous in any Uving Englishman (except 
perhaps Coleridge) to attempt such a work. And Coleridge has 
not the requisite love. Carlyle would perhaps succeed better 
than any other. Our hiend William Taylor will, I hope, 
abstain from the attempt. 

[Undated.] 

I send you an ample portion for the next number, but it is 
possible that I may send you some five or six more slips merely 
to finish the eleventh volume. The twelfth volume contains 
Faust. I may find it prudent to dismiss Faust with a line or 
two, but if I find after studying it that I can say anything 
tolerable I may make it the matter of an article alone. Goethe 
condensed all his poetry and aU his philosophy in this unique 
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kind word in The Monthly Repository, for he is a friend after all, 
though an odd one. I have also expressed my love of Mrs 
Barbauld, which will be agreeable to most of — nay, to all 
your readers. It is one of the pleasures of writing these things 
that one has so an opportunity of gratifying one's best feelings. 



2 Plowden Buildings, 
3rd October, 1832. 

It would give me real concern to occasion injury to your 
publication by its containing what is not to your readers' taste. 
And I very much regret being drawn on to make the articles 
so much longer than I intended. The mistake I have fallen 
into is one too common in those who write to excite much 
surprise. I fear we have been both in error ; you in not re- 
collecting that the great mass of your readers care nothing 
about German literature ; I in thinking myself capable of 
exciting curiosity by giving an account of the greatest author 
of his age, and absolutely new information to the English reader 
concerning his works. For such a summary of Goethe exists 
nowhere. Your politeness may induce you to reply : — " Such 
a summary may be good anywhere else — only it does not suit 
my readers." This is all true enough, and the only thing to be 
done is the getting out of the scrape as gently as we can. If you 
will refer back to my letters you will find you have mistaken 
what I said about the probable extent of the series if continued. 
And if you will favour me with a call, I will show you what re- 
mains to be done, and the copy I have l3dng by me. You vriHl 
then do precisely what you ttunk the interest of your publica- 
tion requires, which ought to be your only consideration. 

In September 181 5 Fox had written of the brilliant 
Sarah Austin, then a Taylor of Norwich : — 

Among the party was a Mr A[ustin], a young man preparing 
for the bar, of very strong and original mind. " Who is he ? " 
said I afterwards to R[ichard] T[aylor]. " He is likely to be our 
brother-in-law." "Ah M[adg]e," thought I, "thou art a 
false prophet in predicting that the truimphs of Sally T. were 
at an end." 
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Nov. 18, 1832. 

I told you you should know from myself all my literary sins, 
and therefore I send herewith the corpus delicti. 

As you confess that judgment is hanging over your head, I 
now fine you in your best puff, or rather as many as you think 
will profit my book, which, I beg you to take good notice, is 
mine : i.c, I have reserved the copyright. 

You who know a little of my Radical friends will understand 
that I have disgraced myself not a little in the eyes of some 
even of the best, by meddling with " such trash." On the 
other hand, I expect the Saints will accuse me of impious pre- 
simiption for the same. For once, therefore, I hope you will 
be of the juste milieu, and tolerate both my piety and my 
impiety. 

Please not to say that I am a Unitarian, because I am not 
at all sure that I am in any sense of the word understood 
here, and am rather inclined like some of my German 
friends to say, as they do in their letters, the Gods bless you, 
though after all they mean no such matter as a Trinity, nor 
any assignable number of states or conditions of Divinity. My 
book on Goethe will soon be out, and will, I have the vanity to 
think, puzzle everybody and please nobody, which is what he 
liked. I shall amerce you in another blast of your trumpet on 
that occasion, though I am more anxious for this, for reasons 
assigned, and because I am sure that you will succeed. 

Most truly yours, S. Austin. 

I really thank you for the compliments in your note about 
Sarrans, in spite of my indignation at being suspected of 
translating French. 

May 3 [1832]. 

The accompanying misch-masch was concocted for The New 
Monthly — that is, I(at the request of a friend of Bulwers,) put 
upon paper a few of my own thoughts of the Prince [Puckler 
Muskau] which he cin-tailed, altered, and added to according 
to his own notions, and sent the results to Bulwer. Bulwer is, 
however, as I daresay you know, a fine gentlemen, and horribly 
afraid of the displeasiu'e of Lords, and after keeping the article 
till the publication of the mmiber sent word that he hadn't 
room for it. 
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received from Shelley was propagated throughout English 
literature. Four of Browning's five contributions appear 
in his collected works, but it was left to Mr Gosse to re- 
trieve the first of all in point of date (August 1834), and 
print it in the Personalia. It is a sonnet, a metrical 
form rarely essayed by Browning. 

Two other poets of mark represented the innovating 
school, R. H. Home and Thomas Wade. Neither dis- 
played himself to the best advantage. Home's epic and 
dramatic genius required a wider arena than a monthly 
periodical could afford ; and Wade's want of all instinct 
for form and deficiency in melody miUtated against his 
success in short pieces. Poets of manlier and more direct 
utterance were foimd in the singers of the people, Ebenezer 
EUiott and Robert Nicoll. Fox had hailed EUiott early in 
1832, in a remarkable article on " The Poor, and their 
Poetry," when he knew nothing of the man except his book. 
" The author is said to be a working man named EUiott, 
somewhere in the north. On this point, posterity will be 
better informed than we are at the present moment." 
Acquaintance was soon formed, and the Com Law Rhymer 
was invited to contribute to the Repository. He wrote on 
9th January 1833 : — 

I have very little time for writing, and much less ability 
than you have had the kindness to imagine. I wrote the Com 
Law Rhymes passionately, with an honest and useful purpose. 
This, I believe, is the whole secret of my supposed genius, but 
though I cannot write anything thatwill do credit to your pages, 
I hold you pledged to take what I may send you with consid^a- 
tion. 

Profit ! how can you expect any ? There cannot be profit 
and bread for any in a fully peopled country at the same time. 

Several of EUiott's poems appeared for the first time in 
the Repository. Fox, upon personal acquaintance, con- 
ceived a profound esteem for the author. Noticing his 
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much unfinished and juvenile, something to prize and to 
commend, something fitted for forwarding the good work of 
human improvement. 

An offer of contributions follows, and met with cordial 
response. NicoU published several poems in the Repository^ 
and an essay on Scottish Song. Could he have devoted 
himself entirely to literature he would have ranked high, 
but poverty compelled him to accept the editorship of a 
Leeds newspaper, and labour and political excitement soon 
destroyed him. Fox's sympathy for poetry was not 
exhibited merely in 

Disentangling from the imping wings 

Of our young poets their crustaceous slough : 

he was ever ready to help a veteran like Leigh Hunt, to 
whom Mill, as we have seen, thought him too kind, or to 
encourage the study of an author of established fame. 
Charles Cowden Clarke writes, 8th February 1834, ^^ 
occasion of a review by Fox of his Riches of Chaucer : — 

I have seen the very kind and as handsome reconmiendation 
you have given of my editions of Chaucer ; — ^the more welcome 
because I trust to every word that is said in the article, seeing 
that I have long noted you for " a fellow of exceeding honesty." 
Your approval, therefore, has set me at ease upon an under- 
taking in which my heart many a time misgave me. I can 
say of myself that I was neither careless nor lukewarm in my 
calling, and had I possessed ten times the ability I have, 
all should have been exerted in the cause of that glorious 
old poet. 

Had I seen that letter of LamVs in Kamschatka and without 
his or Hazlitt's name, I would have sworn to the writer. If I 
can find it I will put one in my pocket which he sent to me after 
the Westminster Abbey musical performance, and call upon 
you in a few days. It is very like him, and very pithy, and will 
be all Hebrew Greek to everyone but those initiated in his very 
original and remarkable humour. 
I 
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The letter to Hazlitt which would have been recognisable 
as Lamb's in Kamschatka is printed by Mr Lucas at p. 431 
of his edition. The one contributed by Clarke also appears 
at p. 932 ; and is indeed a characteristic specimen of his 
mystifying playfulness : — 

[End of June, 1834.] 

We heard the Music in the Abbey at Winchmore Hill ! and 
the notes were incomparably softened by the distance. 
Novello's chromatics were distinctly audible. Clara was faulty 
in B flat. Otherwise she sang Uke an angel. The trombone, 
and Beethoven's waltzes, were the best. Who played the 
oboe ? 

Fox's benevolence extended even to the " Revolutionary 
Epick " of Disraeli, then regarded as a promising, though 
anomalous, young Radical. Fox did not fall into the 
error of taking Disraeli for a charlatan. What though the 
epic was a failure ? Let him become a Member of Parlia- 
ment, or the head of an armed insurrection somewhere 
abroad, or a missionary (!). Another remarkable review 
was that (February 1835) of Landor's Examination of 
William Shakespeare, " The one review without which," 
Crabb Robinson told the author, " the book would have 
fallen dead." The review was probably by R. H. Home. 

The finest poem contributed to the Repository came, as 
already mentioned, from a woman's hand, and so did the 
most interesting ; the interest of which, however, is less 
in the poem than in the writer. Mill's description of his 
wife as " an eminently poetic nature " has been r^arded 
as a proof of the illusion she had cast upon him, but this 
anonymous scrap from her pen {Repository for 1832, p. 617) 
shows that he well knew what he was talking of. Artless 
and unpolished as the lines are, their fitful music and vague 
yearning are the very wail of the wind itself, and of the 
very essence of poetry : — 
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TO THE SUMMER WIND 

Whence comest thou, sweet wind ? 
Didst take thy phantom form 
'Mid the depth of the forest trees ? 

Or spring, new-bom 

Of the fragrant mom 
'Mong the far-off Indian seas ? 

Where speedest thou, sweet wind ? 

Thou little heedest, I trow. — 

Dost thou sigh for some glancing star ? 

Or cool the brow 

Of the dying now, 
As they pass to their home afar ? 

What mission is thine, O wind ? 
Say for what thou yeamest — 
That, like the wayward mind, 

Earth thou spumest. 

Heavenward tumest. 
And rest canst nowhere find ? 

The year 1834 was perhaps the culminating epoch of the 
influence of the Repository. The events of that year to be 
hereafter related, which estranged from Fox a considerable 
part of his congregation, no doubt injured its circulation, 
but might have been surmounted but for the necessity 
imposed upon him of devoting his time to remunerative 
work. The Repository had ever been a labour of love, but 
the new obligations could only be met by the transference 
of his literary activity to the newspaper press — regrettable 
in so far as it obscured his individuality and narrowed his 
range of subject, but fortunate in as much as it extended 
his sphere of influence. His condition of discomfort 
probably accounts for his having merely " folded up " the 
most remarkable contribution ever offered him "for a 
serener time," now happily arrived : — 
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you may depend upon, and Mrs Shirt then came to London and 
made a shift for herself the best way she could. I could say a 
rare deal more of one thing and another on all the pinks afore- 
said, Mr Editor, but I disdayn. I merely just inscribe these 
few lines to show you what the person is who dares to call herself 
Mrs Smith, when her real name is nothing but Shirt. 

I remain your servant to command, etc. 

Ruth Prue Smith. 

Editor Monthly Repository, 
Charles Foxes. 

By 1836 the " Expository' s " case had become very des- 
perate ; yet such a contribution so much in the manner 
of Hood, to whom we should have been half disposed to 
attribute it if he had not been abroad, might have " created 
a soul under the ribs of death." But the opportunity was 
missed, and in Jime 1836 the Repository was transferred 
from Fox to R. H. Home, from whom after a year Leigh 
Hunt received it well nigh in ariiculo mortis. Landor 
came to the rescue ; Hunt himself contributed his 
vivacious " Blue Stocking Revels/' but the fiat had gone 
forth, and the Repository expired in March 1838. 

The Monthly Repository is a remarkable and almost 
unique instance of a periodical long supported by writers 
of marked ability without the incentive of pecimiary gain, 
partly from attachment to the leading spirit among them, 
and partly from a disinterested zeal for the propagation of 
their favourite ideas. This was at once its glory and its 
infirmity, insuring sincerity of conviction, but excluding 
those writers to whom the pen was ploughshare as well as 
sword. This considered, the general level of the writing 
must be pronounced high ; and when the fierce political 
excitement of the day is taken into account, the general 
moderation of its tone, the diatribes of "Junius Redivivus" 
excepted, must appear remarkable. Compared with the 
bias of political and social thought at the present day, it 
seems to prove that opinion has become more liberal and 
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less radical. Its main defect is the last which its contri- 
butors would have suspected — narrowness. Each is 
broad enough in his own sphere, but seems to know nothing 
of the world of activity beyond it. Mighty movements 
were inaugurated during Fox's editorship; the physical 
sciences were arrayed and co-ordinated by the British 
Association ; the ideas of the Middle Ages came back with 
the Oxford Tracts ; the land b^an to be covered with 
railways ; the first impulse was given to systematic 
colonisation. We should hardly have gleaned a hint of 
any of these things from the contributors to the Repository 
if Harriet Martineau had not foimd something to say on the 
last subject. Their excuse is that they were not naturally 
blind but artificially bandaged. We ourselves should 
know much less about contemporary movements than we 
do if we still travelled by stage coach and paid sevenpence 
for our morning newspaper. 



CHAPTER V 

fox's sermons — CHANNING AND TUCKERMAN — RAMMOHUN 
ROY — ^LETTERS OF J. S. MILL — ^DOMESTIC AFFAIRS — 
RUPTURE WITH THE UNITARIANS 

THE period 1831-1834, so eventful for the 
country, left few individual citizens of eminence 
precisely as it had found them. Fox came out 
of it, if the same man in essence, yes dissimilar 
in position, in connections, in his general relation to the 
things of the world. We have seen how completely The 
Monthly Repository, so long a leading denominational 
organ, has been secularised in his hands, and reconciled 
with the broadest humanism. Yet this period of mutation 
in theological matters was also the flowering period of his 
celebrity and achievement as a pulpit orator, a character 
which, in its conventional sense, be was on the point of 
laying aside. 

The discourses upon which Fox's reputation as a 
preacher mainly rests are comprised in three volumes, 
Christ and Christianity, Sermons on the Mission, Character 
and Doctrine of Jesus of Nazareth, 2 vols, 1831, and 
Christian Morality, Sermons on the Principles of Morality 
inculcated in the Holy Scriptures, and their Application to 
the Present Condition of Society (1833). In the former 
instance the date is that of the publication, not of the com- 
position of the sermons, some of which are shown by MS. 
memoranda to have been delivered as far back as 1823. 
There is, consequently, no systematic structure, though an 
order corresponding to the chronology of the New Testa- 
tes 
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a whole more deeply tinged by the spirit of humanity, and 
more attentive to secular concerns. The progress in this 
direction by 1831 is strongly evidenced by the sermons on 
Christian Morality. Fox had discarded denominational 
topics from The Monthly Repository upon becoming its 
proprietor, he was now to discover that no man can serve 
two masters ; and that theology must go the way of 
sectarianism. The sermons on Morals — no formal dis- 
quisitions open to the taunt of being " mere morality " — 
but " on fire with emotion," as Emerson declares that 
MoraUty must be if it is to soar into the sphere of ReUgion, 
form a necessary connecting Unx between the pulpit of an 
earUer day and the Finsbury Lectures and Religious 
Ideas yet to come. The events soon to be recorded 
doubtless accelerated Fox's assimiption of his ultimate 
position, but he must have taken it sooner or later. 

The following is a good specimen of the style of the 
Sermons on Christ and Christianity on the not infrequent 
occasions when rhetoric was exalted into eloquence : — 

Take our nature at its highest ; endow it with the noblest 
gifts that heaven's prodigality has ever lavished on humanity ; 
assume intellect the most majestic ; imagination that sits like 
a god, creating worlds, and peopling them with living souls ; 
biuning resplendent in the spirits of a hundred realms and a 
hundred generations ; feelings whose mighty fervency would 
bear away a feeble mind with the fury of a whirlwind, but 
which hear the Master's voice even in their utmost tamdess- 
ness ; a spirit of God's own nobility, full of high mindedness 
and bouncUess aspirations, and '* Thoughts that wander through 
eternity" — these men, these rare men, these master-spirits 
of the age in which they live ; whom century after century 
passes by, unhonoured with the commission to raise up their 
like for the world ; whose names designate eras in the universal 
history of mankind ; — ^these men are no nearer being above 
Christianity, or the teachings of Jesus, than the littie child 
that loves him while it lisps its history, and repeats his prayer 
to Our Father. Their eyes gaze on the same world of religious 
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man's home with comforts, and strewed his path with roses, 
and bound his brows with myrtle, and fashioned for him the 
breathing statue, and sunmioned him to temples of snowy 
marble, and charmed his senses with all forms of elegance, and 
threw over his final sleep their veil of loveliness ; there sprang 
poetry, like their own fabled goddess, mature at once, from the 
teeming intellect, girt with the arms and armour that defy the 
assaults of time and subdue the heart of man ; there matchless 
orators gave the world a model of perfect eloquence, the soul 
the instrument on which they played, and every passion of 
our nature but a tone which the master's touch called forth at 
pleasure ; there lived and taught the philosophers of bower and 
porch, of pride and pleasure, of deep speculation and of useful 
action, who developed all the acuteness, and refinement, and 
energy of mind, and were the glory of their country, when their 
country was the glory of the earth. 

The Sermons on The New Testament brought Fox the 
following letter from Channing, at that time after Irving 
and Cooper, the first name in the United States in litera- 
ture as well as in divinity : — 

Boston, 
Aug. 19, 1831. 

My dear Sir, — I thank you for your two volumes of sermons, 
which I have read with much pleasure and, I hope, profit, 
though not always agreeing with you, for I am less inclined to 
Mr Cappe's principles of interpretation than you are. But this 
difference of opinion in no way impairs my respect for the 
elevated spirits which they all breathe. I was particularly 
interested by the discourse entitled, Christ's Apology for the 
Gentiles. You have there discovered what seems to me a 
sincere faith in great and Ufe-giving truths, and it comforts me 
to find any who really embrace them. Many talk about them, 
but few seem to comprehend them. Indeed there is a deep 
scepticism, almost universal, in regard to the worth and claims 
of human nature. Men have little or no faith in what they are, 
and in what they may become, no consciousness of the un- 
bounded and immortal principle within them. Almost all 
religious teaching has tended to degrade them, to infuse sdf- 
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enjoyed in this country. It will be gratifying to you to know 
that his strong interest in your writings has induced him to ask 
this introduction to you. His family are devoted to liberal 
and rational views of religion, and hold the most enlarged and 
generous sentiments on political subjects. I have seen very 
Uttle of Mr Sedgwick but his connection and reputation 
authorise me to ask for him the hospitality of all my friends. 

I saw yesterday that the American edition of your sermons 
was announced. I rejoice that you are to do good more 
extensively in this country. 

I am now in New York, on my way to Boston, from which I 
had been driven by the inclemency of the climate. My health 
is nearly restored after more than a year's suffering from disease 
and consequent debility. My physicians tell me to do nothing 
— but I fed as if I might venture on some exertion — You 
know something of the happiness of returning to one's ordinary 
labours after a long suspension of them. I have no hope of 
such vigour as I hear you are restored to, but I shall be grateful 
for a little. 

Very sincerely. Your friend, Wm. E. Channing. 

Boston, 
March 27, 1833. 

My dear Sir, — This will be handed you by my friend, the 
Rev. Dr Dewey, a gentleman whose praise is in all our churches, 
and who is in every view one of our most distinguished men. 
I will thank you to introduce him to such members and other 
gentlemen as he will be happy to see. I am glad when we can 
send abroad such men, and I promise myself the best effects 
from the increasing intercourse between the intelligent and 
virtuous of both countries. 

With sincere regards yours, Wm. E. Channing. 

Literary and political activity at this period do not 
appear to have interfered with Fox's faithful performance 
of the usual duties of a Unitarian minister. The loose 
ecclesiastical organisation of the Unitarian Church does 
not allow its minister official distinctions ; Fox could not 
be a Moderator, or a President, or a permanent Chairman. 
There was consequently little scope for anything like 
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speaking, and of that of his colleague, Jonathan Phillips, 
is thus described by Martineau : — 

Their benevolent and devout enthusiasm came upon us Uke 
the angd descending upon the sleeping waters, and their 
recital of what was being done to upUft and evangelise the 
neglected classes in Boston fell as a convincing and converting 
word, and yet a word of hope and zeal upon our conscience. 

Fox at this time had the chance of becoming acquainted 
— perhaps did become acquainted — ^with a more illustrious 
American even than Channing, in the person of Ralph 
Waldo Emerson, who on 21st July 1833 arrived in London 
with this introduction from the Rev. H. Ware : — 

My dear Sir, — The Rev. R. W. Emerson, my friend and 
successor in my charge at Boston, will probably visit England 
before his return home, and I cannot deny myself the pleasure 
of making him acquainted with you and you with him. He 
leaves home for the benefit of his health, but I trust will be 
strong enough to preach for you by the time he arrives in 
London, 

Very respectfully and truly, H. Ware, Jr. 

Cambridge, 

Dec. 22, 1832. 

Fox may have received this letter from Emerson's own 
hand, for it has not been through the post unless as an 
enclosure in a letter from Emerson, which probably would 
have been preserved. He may have given Emerson his 
introduction to Bowring, who took him over Jeremy 
Bentham's house ; and that to MUl, who gave him a card 
for Carlyle. Emerson remained only three weeks in 
London, and certainly did not preach at South Place. 

Another teacher of the highest eminence was not tm- 
frequenly brought into contact with Fox at this period. 
This was Rajah Ranmiohun Roy, the firstfruit of Western 
ideas in their appHcation to India^ the first Hindoo 
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department. Roebucks are eminent for agility, and this 
specimen of the tribe boimded from ultra-Radicalism into 
the arms of the Emperor of Austria and Jefferson Davis. 
The remark seems mainly to refer to Fox's capacity as a 
wirepuller, an indispensable department of poUtics in a 
free country, but not especially congenial to the higher 
mind. Cobden, whom also Roebuck honours with the 
character of a poor creature, was notoriously inefficient on 
a committee. Mr W. J. Linton, who had much better 
opportunities of observation than Roebuck, judged 
differently. " Fox ought to have been the leader, as well 
as a great teacher, of the people. I think he was only 
prevented by a physique which made him inactive." In 
his Life of James Watson, Linton speaks to the same effect, 
but even more emphatically : — 

William Johnson Fox, the most eloquent orator of his day, 
the virtual founder of the new school of radicalism which looked 
beyond the established traditions of the French Revolution, 
and, more poetical, escaped the narrowness of Utilitarianism, 
a man wiser than his compeers, who but for lack of boldness 
(perhaps accounted for by his physique) had been the royal 
leader of English democracy. 

Apart, nevertheless, from open air addresses and his 
contributions to The Monthly Repository, Fox must have 
exerted considerable subterranean activity in poUtics, of 
which few traces remain. But for the following letter 
from Mill it would not have been known how important 
his co-operation was deemed when The London Review, 
the organ of philosophical radicaUsm, was founded by Sir 
William Molesworth. 

[Postmark, July 17, 1834.] 

I have some news for you. Molesworth, without any sugges- 
tion or solicitation, has spontaneously offered to establish, at 
his own expense, the review we were talking of, making but 
one condition, viz., that substantially it shall be under my 
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control of the journal under any circumstances. The plan 
of a subscription in advance was resorted to, and in 
January 1834 Fonblanque tells Fox that he has seventy- 
three ten-year subscribers, and looks to help from Glasgow 
and Birmingham towards completing the number. At 
a later period he writes : — 

Many thanks, my dear Sir, for your kind interest and exer- 
tions. I think the thing now safe, and its safety is owing to 
such friends as Mrs Taylor, Mill, yourself, and some others who 
have put shoulder to the wheel. When out of the slough, I 
have no doubt of doing well. The disproportion between ex- 
penditure and price has been the mischief, and while set fast I 
could make no change for better economy. 

The reduction in the stamp duty, in the hope of which 
Fonblanque was carrying on the paper, was effected in 
1836, and did much towards reUeving the difficulties under 
which newspapers addressed to an intellectual and therefore 
a limited public had hitherto laboured. 

The subject of another letter from Mill to Fox (Feb. 22, 
1834) is not very clear. He seems to refer to some pro- 
posed change in the law of Ubel, involving. Mill thought, 
wider issues than were apparent on the surface : — 

Respecting libel I adhere to the full extent of my opinion, 
and should be glad, if you differ from me, to make The Monthly 
Repository the scene of an amicable controversy on the subject. 
I think ** tolerance, freedom, and sincerity " would not be 
generated ; to suppose they would, is to suppose that the 
revelations in question would ultimately lead to this, and that 
true statements would be believed and false once disbelieved ; 
now my whole argiunent rests upon this as its foundation, that 
the truth, in any natural sense of the term, cannot in such cases 
be got at by the pubUc ; that true charges cannot be distin- 
guished from false ones by such a tribunal. I should expect 
one of two results, that the lives of all but the independent in 
fortune and brave in heart would be thoroughly artificialised, 
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aiming at the highest things and finding its full expression 
in the most spiritual of the arts, was a continuous and 
efficient protest. 

But whatever felicity and furtherance Fox and Eliza 
Flower derived from their attachment must necessarily 
be gained at the expense of another. Eliza Fox was by no 
means willing to renounce her claim upon her husband's 
affections. Whether she really cared for him is difficult 
to determine : he certainly did not think so, and if Mrs 
Bridell Fox is correct in imputing the alienation, as she 
seems to do, to her mother's real or apparent neglect of her 
father during his terrible illness in 1822, it arose before 
Eliza Flower had become an influence in his life. There 
is no sign of her ever having aided him in anything unless, 
if a trivial piece of gossip which thistledown-like has 
floated down the stream of Time may be reUed upon, by 
undertaking to tell his stories for him better than he 
could himself. Eliza Flower, on the other hand, could 
never work long enough or hard enough for the object of 
her affection : commmiity of effort and aim could not but 
engender romantic friendship, and romantic friendship 
is but another form of love. It was not, apparently, until 
the death of the Flowers' father in February 1829, ^lat the 
relation avowedly assumed this character, when sympathy 
stirred Fox's soul to its depths, and the orphans were 
thrown in a manner upon his protection as their trustee. 
Mrs Fox's dissatisfaction must have gone on increasing, 
and in December 1832 she addressed to her husband a 
formal letter of complaint. When inmates of the same 
dwelling take to writing to each other the case is indeed 
desperate. The letter is lost, but its tenor appears from 
Fox's reply, whose candour and considerateness do him 
honour, and which proposes the best course of action 
possible under such painful circumstances. The prospect 
of a true union is utterly dissipated ; and the law will not 
accord the release eagerly desired by one at least of the 
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neither exercising nor submitting to control, but voluntarily 
abiding under the same' roof, for mutual convenience and the 
benefit of the children ? By superseding this talk of rights, 
which are as bad as wrongs when they only produce suffering ; 
we should put ourselves in an amicable position towards each 
other instead of a hostile one, and be likely to realise more of 
mutual kindness, accommodation and comfort than can arise 
from the present course. 

Fox then enters into some alterations in pecimiary and 
other domestic arrangements which would become needful, 
and concludes : — 

This is the outline, which I certainly shall not attempt either 
to persuade or to tease you into compliance with, but which I 
think your enlightened and voluntary adoption of will promote 
the comfort of both. Think of it wdl, and ask any advice you 
like. You are at full Uberty to show this. Do not accede 
under the notion of sacrifice, but consult your own comfort, and 
God bless you ! 

At the time this letter was not unattended with effect. 
" Nearly two years ago," says Fox in the letter to his 
mother about to be quoted, " Mrs Fox and I came to some 
arrangements by which we agreed to interfere with each 
other as little as possible. We were to consider ourselves 
as separated, except as living imder the same roof that my 
income and means of providing for the children might not 
be injured." The rupture of this arrangement is described 
in the same letter, given in an abridged form for the sake 
of omitting all imputations upon Mrs Fox except such 
as are absolutely essential to the comprehension of the 
case : — 

Upper Clapton, 
July 21, 1834. 

My dear Mother, — ^I find Charles's letter has been frighten- 
ing you all a bit, especially as I had not written as I bad in- 
tended. There is, however, no cause for alarm, and I hope some 
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tion of their hasty letter, with earnest requests from all who 
knew of the affray that I would not persist in resigning on 
account of it, I consented to withdraw the resignation. But I 
have done so with the full understanding that after all this it 
is not to be expected that Mrs Fox and I should continue to live 
together. . . . Now I must end this long story. Farewell, 
God bless you all. W. J. Fox. 

Matters, however, did not proceed as smoothly as Fox 
anticipated. He writes a week later : — 

Upper Ciapton, 
July 31, 1834. 

My dear Mother, — ^I only write a few words to-day, just to 
tell you how things are going on, and what a comfort your 
letter has been to me, referring as it did to the outset of these 
evils, and showing the clear view you had of them at the be- 
ginning. Since T wrote there has been this change, that I have 
determined on giving the congregation six months' notice of 
my intention to dissolve the connection between us ; this will 
give them ample time to institute any investigation they please ; 
from none have I any reason to shrink ; and meanwhile I shall 
proceed to an entire and public separation from Mrs Fox. . . . 
One reason why I determined to give the congregation notice 
was that I found many who were convinced of the complete 
falsehood of the chief allegations, yet were so afraid of what the 
orthodox would say that they could not give up the idea of 
my compromising with her in some way, and trying to go on 
again. Now nothing upon earth shall make me do th^. And as 
I found that long and excited talks with people were beginning 
to act badly on my frame, already debilitated by some weeks* 
con&iement, I resolved to cut this matter short. . . . Of course 
all this harassment coming just now, is not good for me ; except 
for the exceeding comfort of the deliverance at the end of it. 
And now, my dear Mother, have no fears for me of any kind, it 
is all working for my peace and good. It will be a ble^ed thing 
for the children. And as for Lizzie (who has been fiercely and 
falsely attacked) her lieart is as brave as it is pure and true. 
With the help of her hand, I have twenty-two pages of my 
own in this Repository, all done within the month, b^des eight 

L 
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this denial should not, unless it be absolutely necessary to your 
integrity, be injured by the public profession of the extent to 
which your principles go in that one matter. 

It is manifest that Mill knew that the assertion could 
be truthfully denied : and moreover that it did not rest 
upon any evidence as to matter of fact, but was merely 
an inference from the opinions attributed to Fox. 

It is hardly probable that the ecclesiastical tribunal 
would have proceeded so abruptly or so drastically but 
for the growing feeling that Fox was becoming something 
of a nuisance to the denomination, as he on his part felt 
that the denomination was becoming a hindrance to 
himself. Both feelings had already come clearly to light 
in an article by him in the Repository for April 1833 : 

" A letter to the Rev. , Unitarian Minister of " — 

i.e. Dr Lant Carpenter, who had remonstrated with him 
privately. He frankly admits that, " there has certainly 
been a withdra^ment of support, by Unitarians, from 
The Monthly Repository'' This he ascribes to the unpro- 
gressive character of the denomination. 

I cannot but perceive that the hostility manifested towards 
The Monthly Repository is of the same species with that which 
attempted to neutralise my opposition to infidel prosecutions, 
which embarrassed my advocacy of East India missions, which 
for so long a time postponed the establishment of a City mission 
or missions for the poor of large towns, and which has baffled 
various attempts that I have made at different times to render 
the Association more efficient. 

The weak point in Fox's position in 1834 was that while 
his opponents could not have denied all these points to be 
excellent in theory, they would have made no such ad- 
mission on the one point which he knew well to be the real 
stone of stumbling, his advocacy of the freedom of divorce. 
It had been a mistake to give prominence to a theme so dis- 
tasteful to the majority of his readers, nor would he have 
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but for one most important consideration, his children. 
What was to become of them ? Their mother admitted 
her inability to manage them. The daughter, a girl of 
twelve, though by no means disowning her parent, was 
determined not to live with her. The deaf and dumb son, 
physically wrecked and mentally embittered by his calamity, 
required medicine for soul and body, which none but Eliza 
Flower could or would have administered. The yoimger 
son, Franklin, seems to have preferred his mother, with 
whom he usually resided, though we shall find him actively 
aiding and aided by his father. Eliza and Florance came 
imder their father's roof, and there incurred obligations to 
Eliza Flower which they owned to the last moment of their 
lives. 

The changes in Fox's religious position which his disown- 
ment by the Unitarian body was largely instrumental in 
effecting will be best treated in another place. They would 
probably have been less marked if James Martineau's 
ministry had been then exercised in London : and indeed 
it is difficult to measure the injury to English thought on 
the highest themes by the association of that first-class 
mind with an unpopular sect and its exile to a provincial 
city. Martineau's support, it will be seen, would not have 
been withheld from Fox even after Fox's crowning im- 
prudence of his domestication with Eliza Flower. Had he 
lived in London he would have assisted in the services at 
South Place, and his countenance would have assuaged the 
resentment at, as he thought, ungenerous treatment, 
which estranged Fox more and more from Unitarianism. 
Martineau's enthusiastic encomium on Fox's essay on 
Belsham has been already cited, and he is coupled by 
Martineau's biographer with Dr Lant Carpenter as an 
object of Martineau's lasting " veneration." 
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Liverpool, 
May 30, 1835. 

My dear Sir, — ^A letter addressed by you to the Presbyterian 
Ministers in and about London has been put into my hands, 
from which it appears that a sentence of expulsion has been 
passed upon you by that body under circumstances of injustice 
which would be surprising even in the history of Synods. Such 
pains have been taken by these gentlemen to impress you with 
a contempt for the opinion of the Unitarian ministry that I 
almost hesitate to trouble you with any explanation of the 
feelings with which I regard the late proceedings in Finsbury 
Chapel. But of however little worth my opinion may be to 
you, it is right that this discreditable conclave should not be 
supposed to speak the sentiments of any class which they may 
pretend to represent ; that provincial ministers of that class 
should protect themselves from the imputation of sympathy 
with the acts of this nature perpetrated "in and about 
London " ; and express to you their sorrow and indignation 
at seeing a spirit of insult towards yourself manifesting itself 
under the guise of a zeal for Christian morality ; — a disguise 
which is more effectual in deceiving the agents themselves in 
this transaction, than its spectators. That these gentlemen 
are very sincere and conscientious I do not doubt, but this 
appears to me to be that kind of conscientiousness, (more 
" respectable '' than worthy of respect) which can indulge very 
bad feelings in the professed persuasion that they are exceed- 
ingly good. 

In saying this, I do not pretend to be influenced by S3rmpatby 
with your obnoxious opinions on the subject of marriage, 
or by an admiration of that peculiar and delicate relation of 
which these opinions have been either the cause, or (is it not 
possible ?) the effect. I am not called upon by any new obliga- 
tion to repeat what I formerly said to you, I believe, without 
reserve, that your doctrine on the above-mentioned subjects, 
and, of course, the conduct which it prescribes, do appear to 
me to be ethically unsound, and, like all errors, especially in 
moral questions, mischievous. But then I do not affect to fed 
any greater uneasiness on this matter than I did before the late 
excitement occasioned by it ; except indeed that that excite- 
ment made me refer again to your published opinions, and 
revived and confirmed my dissent from them. In that 
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envelop the privacy of family life. They and their im- 
mediate consequences accelerated a transformation which 
had long been maturing, but might otherwise have been 
long delayed, metamorphosing the preacher into the 
lecturer, journalist, critic, and publicist who was for the 
next quarter of a century to be so conspicuous a figure in 
Engli^ public Ufe. 



CHAPTER VI 

CRAVEN HILL — The TfUC Sun — LITERARY INTIMACIES 

COULD so straightforward a personage as Fox 
have been at any period of his life likened to a 
serpent, it would have been during the years 
1834 to 1836, for then he was undeniably cast- 
ing his skin. The sphere of his intimacies was not only 
enlarged but modified. The minister of religion became a 
secular citizen, and without abandoning his official 
ministrations, brought the pulpit many degrees nearer to 
the platform, and looked more and more to the periodical 
press as his most effective method of utterance. His own 
private pulpit, the Repository, was vacated, and the con- 
spicuous editor merged himself in the ranks of anonymous 
journalism. There was an unanswerable reason for the 
transformation : the Repository did not pay, and the daily 
press did. But, apart from this consideration, the news- 
paper was more congenial to Fox than the magazine, gave 
him opportunities of expressing his views with more effect 
and frequency, and admitted of reference to a multitude 
of topics for which the monthly publication had no room, 
or which would have become out of date ere it could have 
treated them. Nevertheless, 

'Tis well to be off with the old love 
Before you are on with the new, 

and Fox, bound to the Repository, had to pull for a while 
at the oar like the fenyman in the fairy tale, seeking for 
179 
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someone to take it out of his hand.* Emancipation 
appeared at last in the person of Richard Hengist Home, 
beginning to be distinguished as a dramatist and poet, 
but at the time best known as the author of i4n Ex- 
position of the false Medium between men of genius and 
the Public — i,e, pubUshers and critics, and urging a 
national institution for enabling men of genius to dispense 
with such base auxiUaries. Home, however, had no 
objection to criticism of the right, that is of the laudatory 
sort, and meeting with this at Fox's hands attached him- 
self to the Repository, and became a leading contributor. 

Perhaps the first clear indication that Fox was in quest 
of a wider sphere is a letter from Home of 29th April 1835, 
to communicate the rumour that Daniel Whittle Harvey 
was about to purchase The True Sun, Fox was evidently 
on the lookout for such an opening, and upon the report 
being verified by the event he entered the ranks of pro- 
fessional joumahsm. The Repository languished ; and 
on loth February 1836 Home writes that since Fox is 
Ukely to relinquish it. Home ventures to propose that he 
shoiild part with it to him and Miss Gillies, giving a guaran- 
tee against loss for the first three months, undertaking to 
write half a sheet for it monthly when called upon, and 
becoming entitled to an equal share with his coadjutors of 
all excess of profit over £20 a month. The precise terms 
of the transfer do not appear, but in June 1836 Home is 
found writing about the arrangements he is making for the 
new number, the first to appear under his editorship. Fox 
seems to have promised to contribute regularly to the end 
of the year, but not to have always fulfilled his under- 
taking. In November 1836, Home writes : — 

The Repository labours of the month being just over, I have 
to say to you, most seriously, that you must not neglect it in 

^ In Edgar Taylor's version of Grimm, usually so accurate, Rudsr 
is translate rudder, which, if the boat had one, could only have been 
handled by the passenger. 
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In January 1835 Fox, craving a new scene for the new 
life, had removed from Dalston to 5 Craven Hill, Bays- 
water, which his daughter, then eleven years old, was able 
to recollect as a rustic village, and her abode as " a pretty 
cottage behind a row of sweet scented limes." White 
cows browsed in the meadows that lay between Craven Hill 
and Kensington Gardens, " and we could, and often did, 
walk by fields and lanes the whole way to Hampstead 
Heath, and gather primroses by the way." " I am/' 
wrote Fox to his mother in March, "quite weU and happy» 
and several years younger this last birthday than I was 
the one before." We obtain attractive glimpses of his 
strenuous Ufe between Craven Hill and the Strand from 
the best of aU reporters, the brave, pure and devoted 
Eliza Flower, who had disregarded the world's opinion by 
taking up her residence with him from the first. His aged 
mother, who cordially approved of all his proceedings and 
arrangements, visited him in the summer, and Eliza 
Flower returned with her to Norwich. A warm friendship 
sprang up between Eliza and Fox's sister Sarah, commonly 
called " Sadie," who must have been a very lovable person, 
and to her Eliza's letters descriptive of Ufe at Craven Hill 
are addressed : — 

Craven Hill. 
[1836] 

We have had quite a change in our arrangements — look ye — 
Breakfast before eight ! before nine he is off to town and does 
not come back till four,^ hard at work all the time, " and what 
about?" look in the "True Sun Newspaper" and that will soon 
tell you. The leading articles, besides here and there a touch 
of his hand, and the whole face of paper has changed already, 
say they, who do not as yet indentify the hand but who are 
struck with the improvement of the paper. When he entered 
into this engagement I had my fears that his health would not 
stand the day after day of the same kind of hard labour, and 

* The True Sun went to press at half -past two. 
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that so much of politics would interfere with other and still 
more important subjects, and then he was so very well and in 
such spirits, getting through s6 much and so easily, it was all so 
happy, that I feared, keeping my fears to myself as I saw it 
must be, and throwing every atom of hope I could muster out 
of my great content, wanted to let well alone ; and my fears 
were groundless. It is all working well : beautifully : Can*t 
you fancy his coming back on the first day, and (clumging his 
coat for his dressing-gown) saying, '* There, I fed like an honest 
man who earns his bread by the sweat of his brow.*' It fagged 
him a good deal though for the first week or two, when he had 
still Tht Sunday Times on his hands, but he makes light of it 
now ! and I really think is not more tired with the extra exer- 
tion of getting to the Strand and back again than if he had been 
at work in his quiet study. 

March, 1837. 

Do you like it ? — And now I'll tell you of what he is doing. 
On Tuesday he is preaching a course of lectures on the Re- 
formers, from Abraham, Moses, the old prophets and Greek 
philosophers — ^up to Christ and His Apostles, then to Mahomet, 
Wyclifie, Luther, Knox, and then to those of our own age. I 
think they are the finest things he ever did, and I wonder how 
often I've said so before. But in the week the newspaper is 
the grand object.^ He goes every morning at half past eight, 
and works hard till half past two or three, sometimes 
later — ^the leading articles besides literature and drama, the 
criticism, with an additional one for the Sunday paper, b his 
department. When the paper was first bought, its circulation 
had dwindled down to about 2000 on the Sunday and less on 
the daily. They have printed fifteen thousand of the former 
and could have sold more, and it has got up to 7000 in the daily. 
Accounts of the effect it is producing, especially on the opera- 
tives, swarm in from all quarters ; and I have little doubt it will 
soon be indeed that which it entitles itself — ^the peojde's paper. 
Next Sunday they mean to print and expect to sdl 30,000. This 
of course is a great exertion to him, but at present I think his 
health has benefited rather than suffered in consequence, which 
may partly be ascribed to the fact of his taking more exerdte 
and the absence from all mental vexations of any kind whatso- 
ever. 
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Another letter gives a charmingly idyllic interior of the 
humble household at Norwich : — 

but when I am in my snug out-of-the-world comer here, 
with nothing but the trees and the sky, and the work of the 
hour is over, I do love to sit, I, memory, and fancy, to sit and 
talk together, but then they are the chief speakers, and that's 
/ the sweetness of it ; or they show me pictures and old scenes, 
or they take me to the sea-shore to gather the wild flowers over 
and over again and again, or to the green meadows by the 
shady lanes which encircle an old farm house, or to some nice 
little cosy room where the sofa stands opposite a wee bit of 
bright garden, and a sweet pale face with the close white cap, 
and the kerchief folded over the slight, but slightly drooping 
figure sits reading a newspaper by a Uttle round table and not 
stopping though a fourth has just slid into the room and be- 
tween the two that were Ustening side by side. O I am nearer 
than you think, dear Sadi, at such times ; it is reaUty, and if I 
don't want to go and open my desk and begin at a distance, at 
such a distance as the very act of writing throws on me at once. 
Ah, you smile, but don't think I am defending myself. Then 
the newspaper, that is communication with you : every day 
you may almost know of our doings and thinkings, and ceitainly 
of our talkings. 

Eliza's account of Fox's labours on The True Sun is 
confirmed by a characteristic letter from him to his 
mother : — 

March i, 1837. 

Dear Mother, — ^I have little more time than just to write 
my love to you all, and God bless you ; but I must just let you 
know that from me to-day in my own hand. For, as Flory 
says, " Please to remember that this is my birthday ! " It 
seems an extraordinary thing that even this mark on the inside 
of my hand is half a century old. The warming pan scar is 
quite fresh yet. I have had scars since that have worn out 
faster. Dear Mother, I think you and I have left oft growing 
older ; at least I do not feel it, and everybody says that you 
do not show it. How many of our old acquaintances are 
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shaken down ! P. Youngman was here this morning and told 
me of his brother's death, just as I had heard of Mr Perry's. 
I trust we are both ready for our own time whenever it may 
come, and as Mrs Barbauld sa5rs : — " Still pleased to stay, yet 
not afraid to go." 

You have stood this trying winter bravely, and as for me 
my health seems all the better for fatigues and occupations the 
half of which would have knocked me up a few years ago. We 
have indeed reason to bless a kind Providence. I write this at 
office, but I suppose Lizzie's letter to Sarah tells all about the 
children, and now, dear Mother, farewell, and again, God bless 
you alL 

Yours affectionately, W. J. Fox. 

In a letter dated 13th November 1837, ^^^ says : — 

We had a grand sight here [the Strand] of the little Queen 
hereon Thursday (Lord Mayor's Day) and abit of theneighbour- 
ing illuminations at night, as Tottie was bom after illuminations 
were out of fashion. But we could not venture far into the 
crowd, which in places was very awful. The little girl (Victoria 
I mean) ought to turn out very good, for she is certainly made 
much of. 

The general life of the little household at Craven Hill, 
with its frank affections, industry directed to high aims, 
simple en]03anents and chequering cares, is so well depicted 
in a letter from Eliza Flower of 14th June 1837, ^^^ ^ ^^^ 
long to quote. 

For some time there was a grievous skeleton in the house 
in the affliction of Florance, the deaf and dumb boy, which, 
as not unfrequently the case, appeared to taint and warp 
the sufferer's moral nature. On 28th September 1836 
Eliza had thus poured forth her grief and despondency to 
Sarah Fox : — 

I could take you into my anxiety about Florry — whom I am 
far from satisfied with, and know not how to deal with. The 
fact is, I have never lived with anyone who was anything • 
approaching to his nature — and the mode which I should think 
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Daniel Whittle Harvey was a singular instance of a man who 
bad got out of his sphere, and missed the road to a shining fame. 
What business bad he as a Conunissioner of Police ? All who 
ever heard him attempting to please, convince, or excite a 
miscellaneous audience, must have felt that he was an orator 
bom. He had the divine afflatus which as truly distinguishes 
the native orator as the poet, the prophet, or the artist. The 
tones of his voice, his air, the very movements of his limbs were 
eloquent. He could thrill you in his best days by reading the 
alphabet. He should have kept in the thick of public men and 
public affairs. He should have been as independent as Marvell 
and as incorruptible as Hume, and he would have been the 
foremost politician of his time. 

It is pleasant to find one great orator thus eulogising 
another, even when that other had been a man of words 
rather than of deeds. The discontinuance of the daily 
True Sun is thus reported by Fox in letters to his 
mother : — 

Bayswater, 
Dec. 29, 1837. 

My dear Mother, — I just write for Charles's parcel, to wish 
you all a happy ending of the old year and b^;inning of the new 
one. It has been a very happy old ytar to me, though with 
more of hard work and confinement all through than I could 
have wished, and with some annoyance just now at the sudden 
extinction of The True Sun. If a new paper, and one not so 
dependent upon an individual as that was upon Mr Harvey, be 
not soon started, I shall take advantage of my liberty to see you 
all before many weeks are over. But though I shall not be in- 
cUned to continue with the Weekly True Sun, now the tiaily is 
sold, yet I shall not hold back from any honourable post that 
may be offered me to contend against this second American 
War} For it is really just the same thing doing over again 
that was done when you were a girl ; and I hope with a similar 
ending. 

The sudden stoppage of my weekly supplies, by the sale of 

^ An allusion to the troubles in Lower Canada. Lord Durham's 
mission had not yet been announced. 
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Of his lectures at Finsbury Chapel we shall speak in another 
place. If he did not contribute largely to the London and 
Westminster it was not from want of solicitation from Mill, 
who set the highest value on his co-operation : but it was 
difficult to reconcile Mill's wishes either with the exigencies 
of the domestic exchequer or with the exigencies of 
journalism. Sundry poUtical differences, moreover, 
existed. Fox was a Radical, but not a Philosophical 
Radical : — 

India House, 
Tuesday. 

You know that Molesworth has bought the Westminster and 
that it is united with the London ? That gives us a better 
chance of success. I should hope a very good one — ^but which 
depends entirely on our being able to make the combined review 
a striking one. I know that you do not Uke The London Review, 
and I do not know how it is possible you should, still I hope you 
do not dislike it so much as to be unwilling to write in it. Do 
not suppose that any article of yours would have the fate of 
Home's. There is nothing to induce one to put in his articles 
unless one completely agrees with them, but such articles 
as many of yours would be desirable for the Review even if one 
differed from every word of them. I should differ from them 
occasionally, but not nearly so much as I differ in a contrary 
way from many which I am obliged to put in now, and I am 
the more desirous to throw something into the other scale. 

You know, I suppose, that you are put upon the list of the 
Reform Club as an original member. 

How striking some of your lectiu'es must have been to hear ! 
I admfre them exceedingly. It is a pity that the first two, from 
the comparative triteness of the subject, have less in them than 
the rest. J.S. M. 

{January, 1837.] 

I hope our Poor Law offences have not made it hopeless to 
induce you to write for us a notice of Bulwer's play ; ^ no one 
but you can do it in the only way in which it ought to be done« 

^ Ths I>uch$s$ d$ La VaUUr$. 
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I do not know them, and if so it is natural you should fed 
offended, but I am persuaded the writer of the article does not 
think them such, has a good opinion of at least the intentions 
of both. Neither did it seem to me that The True Sun was 
spoken of disparagingly upon the whole, though a difference of 
opinion was expressed with much warmth on a particular 
point. 

I differ from you as entirely as the writer does on the Poor 
Law question, and on a whole class of questions therewith 
connected. Nor have your articles in answer to the Review, 
though I recognise in them your best and most effective style 
of discussion, at all narrowed the difference between us, but 
rather widened it. But I hope there is no reason against letting 
this be an open question both among Radicals and among 
London Reviewers. J. S. M. 

18 Kensington Square. 

[Postmark, March 15, 1837.] 

Thanks; it is beautifully done, and will illuminate our 
number. 1 would gladly, whenever possible, give many articles 
to T[rue] S[un] for such another. 

Probably the Cromwell extracts, with such comment as they 
need, may be added at the end without altering anything. At 
all events the alteration can be made in the proof. 

Thanks once more. I fed them and all the more because I 
have given you so little to thank me fon J. S. M. 

It would seem, then, that Mill's suggestion had been 
carried out, and that he had liberated Fox for the London 
and Westminster by himsdf writing leaders for The True 
Sun. " So the eyes were the feet, and the feet were the 
eyes." The review of Bulwer's play appeared in the April 
number, and deserves MiU's praise, doing justice to its real 
beauties, while pointing out that the mondity was not very 
moral, and that the catastrophe of the heroine's taking the 
veil irritated instead of satisfying a Protestant audience. 
The Cromwell mentioned by Mill, copious extracts 
from which are given, was a privately printed play of 
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the battle of her sex against male humanity in general and 
her husband in particular. She sends Fox a pamphlet 
she has printed privately, and consults him as to the 
expediency of publication : — 

Maiden Bradley, Wilts. 
January 11th, 1837. 

Dear Sir, — ^I have been intending to write to you for nearly 
a fortnight, but have suffered so severely from rheumatism in 
the^head and pain in my eyes that I have delayed from day to 
day. I have written a pamphlet on the subject of maternal 
claims, illustrated by six cases of hardship, and pecuUar in- 
justice, five of which are from the legal reports, and the sixth is 
my own. In the latter statement I have adhered as much as 
possible to the subject of my tract : namely the cruel exercise 
of the common law right of the Father, and I have not touched 
upon the subject of the law of Divorce — not only from a natural 
dislike to trench on that ground, but from the earnest and 
sincere hope that the injustice, and inefficacy (for the purposes 
of moral right) of the present method of proceeding, may be 
argued by a more eloquent pen and one possessed of more 
vigour than my own. 

This pamphlet has occupied all the leisure which depression 
of spirits and pain have left me : — ^I am about to print it, — ^for 
private circulation at first, not having made up my mind 
whether to listen to the friends who urge me to publish it, or 
to the friends who urge me to remain passive ; the latter is not 
in my nature, I have therefore adopted a middle course — ^When 
I send it to you, which I hope to do in a week or ten days, I 
trust you will give your voice one way or the other, and it will 
depend on the opinions given by my friends on perusal whether 
I shall endeavour to publish it regularly. I look forward with 
an anxious and restless expectation to your finding leisure to 
treat the subject generaUy. The style of eloquence at present 
the fashion, is too cold to attract, too theoretical to be easily 
comprehended — we want someone who will write naturally — 
who will wrestle with established prejudices in the wrestler's 
dress, and not in the robes of a senator or the armour of a knight 
— someone who will speak to the people their own language, the 
language of feeling, and of the intelligence which is bom of 
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feeling — we want someone who will free the giant f oim of Truth 
from the million of slender cords that bind her down, (1^)^ 
Gulliver in Lilliput) and lift her up, erect and mighty, among 
those who laughed her strength to scorn because for a while 
that strength lay prostrate. I am well assured that you will 
not think I use a phrase of flattery when I say that from you I 
would expect this eloquence — one of the gifts of genius is to 
feel what one is worth, and what one has superior to the 
generality of men. There is a certain tone of argument which 
produces a vibration of response in the heart, as there is a 
sound to thrill a musical instrument — ^the secret is to find that 
tone ; and few — ^very few — ^find it. 

I shall hope to hear from you when you have looked through 
my tract and that you will assist me with any hint which may 
occur to you. I read with great pleasure, the very flattering 
review of my little poem in The True Sun, and thank you for 
it. I have been told that " it is a subject of so little general 
interest that I could hardly expect it to have much success.*' 
Can anything show more the hardness of mind of the many, 
than this sentence, if it were true ? — ^but I for one, do not be- 
lieve it. I believe it to be a subject of great and engrossing 
interest, and if it is not, it ought to be. 

I will not further intrude on you at this moment, the mate 
especially as the pain in my head confuses me aft^ a while : 
and your time is so much occupied, that it must require great 
patience to go through one of my long egoistical letters. Mean- 
while I beg you to believe me, dear Sir, Yours most truly, 

Caroline Norton. 

The pamphlet was not published. It is a testimony to 
Mrs Norton's influence upon Fox that he made Lord 
Melbourne an exception to his general disesteem for 
Cabinet Ministers of whatever party. He wrote in the 
Repository for July 1836 : — 

Not until the House of Commons is much more entirely 
identified with the people ; perhaps not until the people than- 
selves are more enlightened and principled, can we expect to 
see a better man at the head of affairs. He deserves to be a 
Radical, for he feels and acts like a man, although he isa Whig 
Lord. 
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sisters, Mary and Margaret Gillies ; and the poets Home 
and Wade. The impression of all these together, never- 
theless, was feeble in comparison with that produced by 
the Flower sisters : — 

With their love and feeling for music and pictorial art, and 
their high poetic thought, they were such women in their purity, 
inteUigence, and high-souled enthusiasm as Shelley might have 
sung as fitted to redeem a world by their very presence. 

No friend, perhaps, was so thoroughly congenial to Fox 
as Macready, but their intercourse chiefly took place in 
town, and will be best reserved for a chapter on Fox's 
connection with the drama. The distance of Craven 
Hill from London, as London then was, formed a great 
hindrance to social meetings : 

I had [says Mrs Bridell Fox] no youthful companions. My 
dear father must have felt this, for whenever he had an off-day 
from the newspaper, or could get home early, he would himself 
become my plajrfellow, and trap and ball and bows and arrows 
were instituted in the long untidy garden. 

Mrs Bridell Fox, however, remembers visits from Leigh 
Hunt, and also "' the loss of the first MS. volume of 
Carlyle's French Revolution, and Mr Mill's terrible dismay 
at having to tell the author what had happened.'' The 
personal intercourse between Carlyle and Fox must have 
been slight. Carlyle had in general an insuperable anti- 
pathy to anyone appearing ever so Uttle in the guise of a 
Socratic teacher, barely making an exception in the case of 
Emerson. Fox, on his part, while admiring Carlyle's 
genius, deplored his *' very boimded and far from encourag- 
ing view of the progress and tendencies of human nature," 
and thought that The French Revolution should have 
had an epilogue : " The narrative of the outward facts of 
struggle might have stopped where it does ; but there 
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lemained to tell what the French Revolution is in the daily 
intellectual, political and moral condition of every living 
human being throughout the old and new world/' 
Sartor Resartus commended itself more to Fox and his 
circle. " There are," wrote Sarah Flower Adams, "some 
spiritualisms in it, strong-winged, that fly us upward at 
once out of all the earthy thrall in which our feet will some- 
times become entangled, try as we will to stretch beyond 
it." One famous passage was versified as a hymn for 
Finsbury Chapel, uncertain whether by Mrs Adams or 
Fox, but admirably : — 

Though wandering in a stranger land. 
Though on the waste no altar stand. 
Take comfort, thou art not alone 
While Faith hath marked thee for her own. 

Would'st thou a temple ! look above : 
The heavens stretch over all in love. 
A book ? for thine evangel scan 
The wondrous history of man. 

The holy band of saints renowned 
Embrace thee, brother-like, around. 
Their sufferings and their triumphs nse 
In hymns immortal to the skies. 

And though no organ there be heard, 
In harmony the winds are stirred ; 
And there the morning stars upraise 
Their ancient songs of deathless praise. 

Meanwhile another man of letters of the first distinction, 
though as yet unrecognised as such save by Fox and his 
intimate circle, was hovering about Craven Hill, and thus 
presented himself to Miss Fox, who does not, however, say 
that it was their first meeting, as Mrs Sutherland Orr 
makes her say 
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As my memory glances back, another bright moment stands 
out clear like a sunlit spot through the long misty years. I was 
sitting drawing steadily at a sunlit window, and puffs of scent of 
eglantine floating as I drew. I was cop)ang Retzsch's design 
of the young knight surrounded by Undines who try to draw 
him down into the waves, when Mr Robert Browning entered 
the room suddenly. On hearing that everybody was out except 
myself, he said, '' I'll wait till they come in. It's my birthday 
to-day. I'm just twenty one. Shall I disturb you if I play a 
bit ? " And as he sat down to the piano the bells of some 
neighbouring church burst out with a frantic and a merry peal. 
It seemed to my childish fancy as if in response to his remark 
that he was of age. 

The remark, however, cannot have been made, for 
Browning came of age on 7th May 1833, when Eliza Fox 
was not of an age to be copying Retzsch's drawings. If 
Mrs Bridell Fox is correct in stating that Browning had 
lately returned from Venice, the date must be 7th May 
1839. She continues : *' He was then slim and dark and 
very handsome." Such was substantially the opinion of 
Sarah Flower, who wrote of Browning to her cousin 
Celina in 1833 : '' He is very interesting from his great 
power of conversation and thorough originality, to say 
nothing of his personal appearance, which would be un- 
exceptionably poetical if Nature had not played him an 
ugly trick in giving him an ugly nose." [The nose in 
Browning's early portraits certainly does approximate to 
the Jewish type, but in the latter appears Christianised.] 

Fox on his part gave Browning substantial aid, not 
merely by reviewing him, but by an introduction to 
Macready, which in due time procured him a conmiission 
to write Strafford, and brought him the friendship of 
Forster, who had not waited for personal acquaintance to 
write the review in The Examiner which, classed as 
Browning might yet for a season continue be to among 
'' the great unread," made it impossible to ignore him. 
Fox's own review in the Reposiiory was more remarkable 

N 
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for ample and judicious quotation than for critical analysis ; 
but Browning no doubt considered quotation, next after 
imitation, the sincerest form of flattery. 

Eliza Flower did not invariably harmonise with the adult 
Browning. In one of her letters to Miss Bromley she says 
that she had begim admiring him again, ''but he has 
twisted the old-young shoot off by the neck," by undue 
self-appreciation as it would seem. In another letter she 
remarks, " If he had not got the habit of talking of head 
and heart as two independent existences, one would say 
he was bom without a heart." This surprises, imtil we 
compare Mrs Sutherland Orr on Browning at this time : 
" Except in its poetic sense, his emotional nature was then 
by no means in the ascendant " (p. 93). And, sure enough, 
a few pages further on, he is discovered asking Miss 
Haworth to explain what a thorough self-forgetting de- 
votion may be — ^he who was afterwards to depict it so 
often in such masterly fashion ! He evidently learned 
much from Elizabeth Browning, he might also have 
learned something from Eliza Flower ; but it is evident from 
his note to her about Pippa Pass^ (Mrs Orr, p. no) that 
her criticisms, like the interruptions of Coleridge's mono- 
logues, were regarded as ** weU-meant superfluities which 
would never do." She thus imbosoms herself to her friend. 
Miss Bromley : — 

I send you Bells and Pomegranates, not because you will 
like the thing any more than I do, but because you won't 
like it less than I do. It is just like his way. This 
time he has got an exquisite subject, most exquisite, and it 
seemed so easy for a poet to handle. Yet here comes one of 
those fatal ifs, the egoism of the man, and the pity of it. He 
cannot metempsychose with his creatures, they are so many 
Robert Brownings. Still there are superb parts, the very last 
is quite lovely. But puppets, what a false word to use, as if 
God worked by puppets as well as Robert Browning ! 

She marked the passage, nevertheless : and Browning 
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afterwards manifested his affectionate regard in a feeling 
letter, to be given in its place. 

Some time before the publication of Pippa Passes, Eliza 
had been invoked on occasion of a temporary misunder- 
standing with Forster, the cause of which does not 
appear : — 

My dear Fox, — ^Ask Miss Flower this question for me. If 
friendly relations are to be resumed between myself and Brown- 
ing, on whom, in her judgment, and taking into account my 
obvious motive in all that passed, rests the propriety of making 
the first advance ? I think I know what her answer will be, 
but yet there will be much satisfaction in having it from herself. 
You had not seen her to speak of the matter yesterday before 
we met ; and though, if I sought a man's judgment, I would 
never ask beyond your own, you wiU forgive the anxiety I have, 
in such a case as this, to be right in Miss Flower's opinion. 
Her " roman-nosed grandeur " is the only thing that mars my 
self-approving recollections of the foolish quarrel. Neverthe- 
less, it was not grandeur. 

I leave town to-night for a few days, and wish to be 
quite clear in conscience before I go. I have not heard from 
Browning. He waits, it is clear, till I break his " pet " for 
him. It would be mortifying to me if I were not justified 
in letting him continue to wait ; but it would mortify 
me more to interrupt or suspend, by anything I could 
blame myself for hereafter, a friendship on which I placed 
no indifferent value. 

I see a notice of Cromwell announced in the London and 
Westminster. Can it be Mill's? I pray not Robertson's. 
Know you anything of it ? 

Always and ever yours, John Forster. 

The letter was sent by special messenger and en- 
dorsed " Wait," a proof that Eliza's opinion was really 
desired. The article on Cromwell was by Robertson, 
who had considerately relieved Carlyle of the burden 
of writing it. 
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2 Gray's Inn Square, Gray's Inn, 
April 24, 1840. 

My dear Sir, — After the hearty and most satisfactory notice 
of the new edition of Schlegel in the Statesman it may seem the 
height of ingratitude and stupidity if the publishers of Gregory 
VI I. ^ do not send a copy to the same quarter. Therefore this 
explanation. I have had but a small edition printed, and have 
directed the publishers not to send a single copy to any news- 
paper or any magazine of any kind (though to be sure, if they 
send an official who properly '' points the toe " the pubs, are 
not directed to refuse the application). Moreover, (with the 
exception of two, who have assisted me in the arduous job of 
revising proofs) I have not sent copies even to private friends — 
being suddenly possessed with the notion that they were the 
last who shovild expect it with a class of literature so neglected 
by the public, and, besides, that if I gave this tragedy away 
before I had paid my print and paper bill, the printer and 
paper-man were thus made involuntary donors, with no thanks; 
and if said tradesmen were never paid,then they were robbed 
by my rascally liberality. I therefore give everybody the 
spirit and literature of the tragedy — ^which is all that at present 
is truly mine to give — ^the print and paper. The tragedy- 
craving universe must fork out. 



cc 



Who will, may buy Pope Gregory's story bold," • 



As God's my judge, I have bought Sordello ; and, by the 
same transcendental witness, I have read steadily through 
Book I. and firmly believe that I understand almost everything 
in it, except the story ; the connection of the sentences ; the 
perking interrogations ; the granunatical structure of most of 
the longer sentences ; the showery aptitude of the historical 
pepper-box. One poem seems chiefly addressed to gulp-Gorton- 
swill-Guthrie readers. But what pure diamonds of the first 
water are to be foimd in this confused setting ! His genius is 
equal to his perversity — ^the pity of it is that the shades run so 
continually into each other. We cannot skip. The poem 
wants a second volume of imreadable notes, to make it quite 
perfect. What a waste of genius ! — so far as I can judge from 
Book I. and about fifty dips in the devious whole. 

* Home's tragedy. * Parody of a lino in SordeUo, 
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Forster had a wonderful gift for making himself 
indispensable to his friends, and no shadow would have 
rested upon the imion if the destiny that made him their 
factotum had not also made him their biographer. On 
Fox, fortunately for both, he never tried his hand, and the 
history of their intimacy is mainly one of harmonious co- 
operation, especially in the spheres of journalism and the 
drama. This must be reserved for other sections of this 
narrative, but it may be mentioned here that in the early 
days of their acquaintance Fox and Forster occasionally 
exchanged their journalistic pulpits. Fox holding forth in 
The Examiner and Forster in The True Sun. A fine letter 
from Fox to Forster shows that Friendship, as well as Love, 
may have its transports and extravagances. The reader 
who begins by speculating whether " the grand and 
beautiful book," more than a match for Sandown Bay 
in its sublimest moods, is The French Revolution or Sartor 
Resartus will be disenchanted to find it no more and no 
less than Forster's Statesmen of the Commonwealth : — 

It came at last, the book, the grand and beautiful book — and 
it stood the test of Sandown Bay, which is a rare thing indeed 
for a book to do. Many a great name is little there, and many 
a fascinating volume becomes unreadable. But there, in the 
presence, not of cliffs and billows, but of difi and billow, amid 
grand elemental abstractions and in utter solitude, the book 
held itself proudly and claimed the affinity of eternal truth and 
essential beauty, telling us of human collisions, what would 
bear to be read where there was nobody but God. 

Did you ever domicile in the middleof a tremendous high tide, 
with five miles of abrupt and stately difiery on each hsuid, in- 
finite sea in front, and on the broad sands of that long arc (when 
the waters ebb) often not a single footprint except our own ? 
If ever you do, mind what boote you take — ^we saw the waves 
splash up their scorn at a crumbly brown rock that yet had 
looked very firm and been called eternal by all cockneys, and 
tear it about, and go over its head into the fields, and when they 
retired they bore off its colours blending the trophy with their 
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doubt did so, but there is uo record of acquaint- 
ance except the anecdote orally related by Tennyson but 
dating some years later, of Landor composedly descanting 
on the beauties of Catullus while Fox was writhing in the 
agony of a broken arm. The story must owe much to the 
Laureate's imagination. Mrs Bridell Fox had no recollec- 
tion of her father having ever broken his arm ; and the 
steps from Forster's door to Lincoln's Inn Fields, the scene 
of the alleged accident, are almost level with the cause- 
way. 

Landor's works, however, were greatly admired by Fox 
and the Flowers, especially the Penlameron. Another dis- 
tinguished man who came into momentary contact with 
Fox was Layard, who says in his autobiography : — 

Crabb Robinson introduced me to Mr Fox, the celebrated 
Unitarian preacher. The eloquence and powerful rhetoric of 
this remarkable man were a great attraction to me. His 
discourses and the conversation of Mr Crabb Robinson rapidly 
undermined the religious opinions in which I had been brought 
up, and I soon became as independent in my religious as I had 
already become in my political opinions. 

The general happiness of the Craven Hill period was 
occasionally interrupted by Eliza Flower's ill health, and 
more frequently and seriously by that of her sister. 

The happy residence at Craven Hill came to an end in 
November 1839. The removal to Queen Square, West- 
minster, will be best described in a subsequent chapter, 
but it may be said here that it was actuated by two para- 
mount motives, health, and the inconvenience of living 
so far out of the world. Of the former Eliza Flower says, 
writing to Sarah Fox on the last day of 1839 • — 

Yes, Craven Hill is becoming a bit of the past now, and when 
to-morrow comes it will have ^d many paces further back than 
even to-day. Yet sometimes I cannot believe that it is not aU 
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woman transcends the conception of man : and here the 
woman cannot aid him, though another may. By whom- 
soever Fox's eyes might be opened, it manifestly would 
not be by Eliza Flower : — 

He, bless him ! requires all the cheerfulness and springiness 
of which I am capable, to correspond with his extreme joyous- 
ness of heart, or to entertain him when he is heavy and weary 
with overwork : and sometimes my wing has felt broken quite. 



CHAPTER VII 

THE PULPIT — FINSBURY LECTURES — CRITICISMS OF FOX'S 

ORATORY — PHiup HARWOOD — Hymtis and Anthems — 

PUBUC LECTURES 

FROM the schism in his congregation in 1834 to 
his election to Parliament in 1847 Fox alternated 
between two spheres of activity, fundamentally 
not dissimilar, but with Uttle apparent external 
relation. The religious teacher wrought in the same 
spirit as the poUtical and social reformer, but their paths 
rarely intersected. We should not discover from The 
True Sun that the journalist filled a pulpit, or from the 
Finsbury Lectures that the Sunday orator discoursed on 
week-days from a journal. The same partition of interests 
is observable in the private correspondence, where South 
Place Chapel is rarely alluded to. It was still, neverthe- 
less, a hemisphere of Fox's world, but not the one in which 
he dwelt by preference. Whether r^farded, however, as 
a means of subsistence, or as a means of influence, or as 
involving honourable obligation to those who had adhered 
to him in his time of trial, the position was not one which 
he could afford to relinquish. The double problem lay 
before him of repairing the damage wrought by the seces- 
sion, and of profiting by his emancipation from denomina- 
tional restrictions to extend his ministrations over the 
general field of secular affairs. Fox had no intention of 
laying aside the character of a minister of rehgion, to be 
manifested however, in a wider sense than had hitherto 
obtained recognition at South Place or elsewhere. By 
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removing to Bayswater he had erased pastoral visitation 
from his ministerial duties, and by discarding the title of 
Reverend he relinquished the last vestige of any claim to 
a special consecration. 

The congregation on its part was not behindhand with 
support, moral and financial. 

I went [Sarah Flower Adams writes to her cousin] to chapel 
with Lizzie for the first time on Simday week, and she is now 
again in her old place in the singing choir. She did not sit there 
the first Sunday, and they did such a pretty thing. They sang 
the h3anns she had composed for them. Dear Liska ! It made 
her lip quiver and her eyes fill. Many people came round her 
and shook hands with her and said they were glad to see her 
back again. The whole affair has amongst other good things 
been such a test of peoples' hearts and imaginations. So many 
had had credit for hearts who do not d^erve it, and others 
have had none who do. 

Fox tells his mother of the nimibers turned away from 
evening lecture for want of room, but the letter is not 
dated, and the reference may be to a course on the reign 
of George III., delivered on Thursday evenings from May 
to July 1835. Writing on 30th July, he says : 

I have had an unexpected compliment in a pretty note from 
Mrs Gaskell, wife of the member for Wakefield, enclosing a bin 
for £54 in thename of herself and a few other occasional hearers. 
She has now gone home to Yorkshire, the length of the session 
of Parliament having tired her out, but she was a famous re- 
cruiting Serjeant while in town. 

Mrs Gaskell (not related to the authoress of Mary 
Barton) was indeed a lady of much social influence, and a 
kind and warm friend to many who needed countenance, 
including Mary Shelley. 

The general spirit of Fox's pulpit ministrations after his 
disconnection from the Unitarian Church is embodied in 
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the history of opinion concerning death, and the mental 
state induced by its approach/' on " The Coronation of 
Her Majesty Queen Victoria," and on " National Educa- 
tion." The Course on Morahty, perhaps, attracted most 
notice : it took particular professions, such as the clerical, 
the legal, the ndUtary, and showed how their traditional 
ideas and unwritten laws tended to deflect their members 
from the standard of abstract morahty, and substitute a 
professional morality in its place. This gave ample scope 
for attacks on the institutions and arrangements disliked 
by the speaker, and there was more Ught than sweetness 
in the discourses, which are nevertheless profitable for 
" instruction " as well as for " reproof." The lectures 
on the Coronation Service are acute as criticism, and 
powerfully depict the discrepancy between mediaeval 
and modem conceptions, but suffer from the absence of 
any endeavour to consider the subject in the Ught of 
history. 

The lectures on National Education — a subject which 
Fox was afterwards to make especially his own — are 
among the most valuable of his writings — and were 
especially so at a time, when the duty of a State to 
provide for the instruction of its citizens was so im- 
perfectly recognised. Apart from the enforcement of this 
great principle, the lectures abound with examples of the 
benefits which popular enUghtenment might be expected 
to produce, including an anticipation of Free Libraries, and 
with acute remarks on the errors of the educational 
methods current at the time. The peroration of the 
second lecture sums up the aspirations of the educational 
philanthropist with eloquence : 

If by the few simple legal and governmental arrangements 
which I have just glanced at, and by the unsparing application 
of the national resources, and by the invoking of those means 
which will raise the teacher to his proper elevation and inde- 
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these excellences as a public speaker, Mr Fox has no pretensions 
whatever to the character of an orator. 

The shadow which darkened so many lights was, in 
Grant's opinion, Fox's inveterate habit of treating his 
congregation as if they were rational creatures. He made 
no sort of appeal to their " feelings, passions, or 
prejudices " : 

His manner is in perfect keeping with the coldness of his 
matter. It is only by the movement of his lips and the sound 
of his voice that you perceive that he is speaking. It is only by 
the force of his arguments, the excellence of his ideas, and the 
beauty of his diction, that you are convinced he feels interest 
in the subject he is discussing. I need not add that Mr Fox's 
style of speaking would not suit a popular audience ; indeed his 
addresses would be to them intolerable. Persons only of 
highly refined mind can listen to him with any pleasure. 

The groundlessness of the notion that Fox would be 
unable to sway a popular audience was soon demon- 
strated by his League orations ; and the rapt expression 
in his daughter's portrait of him in the act of addressing a 
public meeting, taken about 1845 and engraved in The 
People's Journal, proves that a speaker may manifest 
interest in what he is sa3dng otherwise than by gesticula- 
tion. Impassioned appeals, moreover, are not wanting 
in Fox's oratory. On one occasion he repeated in the 
pidpit the conclusion of the leader in which he had pointed 
the moral of the murderer Greenacre, in Fox's view a 
mart)rr to the Moloch of respectability, who cut his 
mistress into morsels that he might continue to enjoy the 
good opinion of the world. 

You can imagine with what effect ; that is not the word, 
though, to describe the stillness, with just the sound of the 
clock which struck on the sense like the tolling of the knell for 
that poor wretched man. 
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to deal with particulars than generals, and his intellect was 
rather critical than constructive. He was himself aware 
of this, and laboured to systematise his ideas, and affiilate 
his intuitions to principles. He thus lays out the ground 
plan of a course of rehgious lectures in a letter to Eliza 
Flower, probably about 1842 : 

There is yet much to be done with these Religious Lectures 
before they can be begun. What is the foundation principle ? 
Is it not that moral truth, or law, is to be sought in the con- 
stitution and tendencies of human nature ? Is not that the 
point from which to start ? Then comes the great law of 
progress, individual and social ; with the subordination of the 
progress of society to individual development. Your three 
states seem to me resolvable into two, the reflective and the 
objective, or the analytical and the impulsive, succeeding each 
other alternately, every time on a higher plane. This bears 
analogy to the Saint Simonian theory of the history of humanity, 
in which they trace the alternation of the synthetic state and 
the critical. Only yours is exclusively individual, as theirs 
was exclusively social. 

If the first point be that human nature is the source of all 
virtue, law, truth, religion, etc., what is the last point ? Is it 
not that the philosophy of development, as it generates heaven 
on earth, also affords a strong presumption of Ufe in death ? 

One must have books to trace that ; but I suspect that all 
the separate portions of the real religion have been worked out, 
more or less, by different minds : and that the work to be done 
is the combination of the scattered members, and their anima- 
tion as a whole with a living spirit. 

Development was evidently in the air, though the 
Vestiges were not yet, and three years were to lapse ere 
Newman should write his essay on The Development of 
Christian Doctrine, Martineau, reviewing the theologicsJ 
tendencies of the day for the information of Channing, 
took note in 1840 of the rise of a new school of rationahstic 
Unitarians who were disposed to base rehgion upon the laws 
of Nature and the constitution of man, and with whom he 
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supposed Fox to be more intimately allied than was really 
the case : 

There is a set of mere anti-supematuralists chiefly proceeding 
from the phrenological school, or from the numerous rank of 
thinkers indirectly created by it. To these, the discovery of an 
organ of wonder in the brain explains the origin of all accounts 
of miracles, whilst the organ of veneration makes it quite proper 
to be devout. Their faith is, accordingly, rather in the re- 
Ugiousness of man than in the reaUty of God, respecting whom 
it seems very doubtful whether they would have much con- 
cerned themselves, had it not been for the cerebral provision of 
the thought of him ; but something must be done or at least 
said in order to satisfy this. I need not say that in such a 
style of thought there can be no real earnestness, but only 
those spurious imitations of living reUgion which in the end 
turn out to be all that a materialistic philosophy can produce. 
In this case, however, there is great personal amiableuess, 
considerable, though undisciplined, intdlectual activity, and 
much social and popular exertion, particularly for the diffusion 
of scientific knowledge among the masses of the people. An 
enquiry into the Origin of Christianity, by Mr Hennell (of 
Mr Aspland's congregation. Hackney) may be considered as 
representing very fairly the character of this school ; and 
although Mr Fox is a man of too much force of mind to belong 
exclusively to them, his influence more nearly coincides with 
theirs than with any other. I believe that they are very 
numerous among us, and likely to increase. 

Fox assuredly would not have disdained the support 
which phrenology or any other physical science could offer 
to religion, but he was not a follower of George Combe. 
He said, as reported by Miss Collet, that " phrenology had 
one position which seemed to him a central error, it con- 
sidered the mind as a complex and not as a single thing. 
At the same time he did not deny the connection between 
the formation of the brain and tl^ manifestation of mind.** 
He had no doubt by 1840 abandoned belief in miraculous 
agency, as Martineau himself was to do within a few years, 
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Lizzie is in the thick of the torment with publisher, music 
engraver, and such Uke. She has had to hunt up the latter, 
and watch him at his doings, like puss a mouse. Her work is 
twenty times worse than mine ^ owing to the innumerable 
technicalities, added to the supremacy of her taste, which 
seeing all the errors of the old way of doing things, has to 
contend against the vested interests of their old routine. Not- 
withstanding all this, she is arranging a new hymn book to 
supersede the old collection which has long annoyed her at the 
chapel ; and this, which will include aB the words in her 
** Sacred Song " and the establishment of a new choir, are all 
upon her head, and within her very soul, as you would see, and 
I wish could hear. Every day brings forth a lovely heaven- 
bom seraph-child, all godfathered by some choice poet. 

This might well be said, for among the authors laid under 
contribution for this hynmal were Shakespeare, Milton, 
Gray, Byron, Coleridge, Shelley, Tennyson and Browning. 
Never was any similar collection more catholic. It was its 
distinctive characteristic that the text was seldom derived 
from the founts, pure as they might be, of professional 
hynm writers, but from the wide ocean of poetry, wherever 
sufficiently inspired with spiritual feeling. Pope begins, 
and Milton concludes. But few of the pieces, therefore, 
had been actually composed as hynms, though Milton's 
and Addison's versions from the Psalms are exceptions. 
The nimiber is 150, in accordance with the number of the 
Psalms. Sixty-three are composed by EUza Flower, and 
the music of several others is adapted or arranged by her. 
The general tone is one of hope and gladness, most reason- 
ably, for although spiritual perplexities and anxieties can 
by no means be excluded from the sphere of religious 
poetry, they should not be put forth as representing the 
feeling of an entire congregation. It is nevertheless re- 
markable that the most celebrated of the pieces by modem 
authors included in the collection, Sarah Flower Adams* 

^ Probably the composition of Vivia Perpetua. 



220 THE UFE OF W. J. POX 

'* Nearer to Thee," which divides the palm of popcdarity 
in recent English sacred song withNewman's ^^Lead, kindly 
Light," is, strictly speaking, no more a hymn than " Lead, 
kindly Light" itself, both being strictly personal ex- 
pressions of feeling, and in no respect congregational. 
The merit of the poetry, and the universal truth of the 
sentiment, have overcome the obstacle in both instances. 
The original MS. of " Nearer to Thee " is dated November 
1840, when Vivia Perpetua was in process of composition. 
Sarah Flower Adams wrote or translated several of her 
pieces for the collection. One, less known than " Nearer 
to Thee," is of almost equal beauty : 

He sendeth sun, he sendeth shower, 
Alike they're needful for the flower ; 
And joys and tears alike are sent 
To give the soul fit nourishment. 
As comes to me or cloud or sun. 
Father, Thy will, not mine, be done. 

Can loving children e*er reprove 

With murmurs, whom they hurt and love ? 

Creator, I would ever be 

A trusting, loving child to thee 

As comes to me or cloud or sun. 

Father, Thy will, not mine, be done. 

O ne'er will I at life repine, 
Enough that Thou hast made it mine 
When falls the shadow cold of death 
I yet will sing with parting breath. 
As comes to me or cloud or sun. 
Father, Thy will, not mine, be done. 

Fox was the literary editor of the hymnal, and he also 
prepared a selectional of devotional and philosophical 
passages from great writers, to alternate in the chapel 
services with passages from Scripture : which could not 
be found when, after his death, it was proposed to include 
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it in memorial edition of his writings. Probably his suc- 
cessors had felt indisposed to be trammelled in the exercise 
of their own judgment. Eleven of the hymns are from 
his pen, and some of these exhibit him in the light of a true 
poet. He wrote verse on domestic and social occasions for 
the greater part of his life, and almost alwaj^ with both 
grace and energy. But his more ambitious efforts prove 
that even the combination of a highly poetical tempera- 
ment with unusual powers of exfMression wiU not make a 
poet in the absence of that gift which, reversing Words- 
worth's nobk saying on Liberty, may be defined as the gift 
of that which ever must be given. Yet now and again 
the thought is so striking, and the expression, though not 
exempt from flaws, so vigorous, that what may have been 
originally the rhetorical ornament of a discourse soars into 
poetry : — 

'' Make us a god,** said man : 

Power first the voice obeyed ; 
And soon a monstrous form 
Its worshippers dismayed : 
Uncouth and huge, by nations rude adored 
With savage rites and sacrifice abhorred. 

" Make us a god,*' said man : 

Art next the voice obeyed. 
Lovely, serene, and grand. 

Uprose the Athenian maid : 
The periect statue Greece, with wreathed brows. 
Adores in festal rites and lyric vows. 

^* Make us a god," said man : 

Religion followed Art, 
And answered, ** Look within, 
God is in thine own heart : 
His noblest image there, and holiest shrine, 
Silent revere, and be thyself divine." 

Nearly a thousand copies of the text of Hymns and 
Anihems were promptly disposed of. **If/* said Fox, 
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occasion, together with an address written by Forster, 
and now preserved in the Chapel library. On the Easter 
Sunday proceding Fox had delivered an address setting 
forth circumstantially the spirit and objects of his ministry 
which will be found in Mr Moncure Conway's Centenary 
History of the South Place Society. 

The entertainment for the first time of women together 
in a mass on a public occasion would alone make this 
banquet memorable. 

Fox's public addresses at this time and for some years 
afterwards were on a higher plane than formerly. They 
were less practical, but more spiritual. An earnest man 
can imbue poUtics with a religious spirit, but he cannot 
easily make poUtics a province of religion. It is otherwise 
with science, poetry and art ; and Fox's increased 
attention to these themes raised the general character of 
his ministrations, and tinged his oratory with a devotional 
glow. These lectures, nevertheless, were not published, 
and their only record, so far as known, is in the notes of a 
young female auditor, to whose memory it is a privilege 
to consecrate a few words. Sophia Dobson Collet, sister 
of Charles Dobson Collet, celebrated for his antagonism 
to the " taxes on knowledge," was bom on 22nd February 
1822. She possessed the utmost amiability of disposition, 
the utmost refinement of mind, and an energetic soul 
imprisoned in a frail and deformed body. If, however, 
the " tenement of clay " was " o'er informed " by its 
tenant, as from its diminutiveness it well might be, it 
seemed rather vivified than " fretted to decay." Effort 
was the essence of her life, and after every attack of 
disabling illness was resumed with new vigour. Her 
favourite studies were philosophy and music ; the former 
attracted her to Fox, the latter to Eliza Flower. A few 
of her compositions appear in the South Place service- 
book. She made, though irregularly and sometimes very 
briefly, reports from memoiy of Fox's lectures from 1841 
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Russia came among us, and no indignant song burst forth from 
Campbell ! " 

This, to an audience to whom Campbell's torrent of 
indignation at Poland's wrongs was familiar as a house- 
hold word, at a time when the oppressor of Poland was 
enjoying the hospitality of Windsor, mtist have come as 
an electric stroke. 

The lectures on the Passions followed a course on 
Poetry, which had succeeded one on Science. In the first 
of the series on Poetry, Fox treated of the power of Poetry 
to remodel Theology, beginning with a simmiary of the 
general spirit of the preceding course : 

The truths of Science ever tend towards the uniform and the 
universal — ^they are one in all countries and in all sects. There 
is not one geometry or algebra for England, and another for 
France, one for Europe and another for America ; it is every- 
where recognised that two and two are four and that the angles 
of a triangle are equal to two right angles. All this goes on 
without proselytism — we have no missions to geologize the 
orientals. Exeter Hall is not crowded with multitudes for 
such objects. But Science advances like the dawn of day which 
without meetings or annual reports goes on brightening and 
brightening, till at last the Sun reaches the meridian and pours 
a flood of glory over the face of the globe. And as Science 
advances, the religion of Science advances with it. For what« 
ever may be the creed of the investigator, there is in Science 
the perception of grandeur, order, harmony, causation, law, 
truth and beauty — and their perception in the mind is re- 
ligion, and these qualities are what we name God — the loftiest 
idea which the mind can conceive. Some think of it as an all- 
pervading Ether, others as a flood of glory radiating from some 
particular locality. Others as a Personality somewhat ana- 
logous to that of a human being, and others again as Law ever- 
existent everywhere with all being — but however men may 
picture, or decline to picture, their idea, all come to the same 
point — ^the loftiest conception of which man is capable is his 
Divine conception. And this accounts for the remarkable 
congruity in the expressions of great minds on this subject, 
P 
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From these general considerations Fox passed in sub- 
sequent lectures to particular poets, among them Dante. 
He said that he preferred the Purgatory to both the other 
divisions of the Commedia : 

It contains the ideas of the appropriateness and corrective 
tendency of punishment, which we of the present age are only 
beginning to attempt to apply practically. How grand and 
true is the idea that the will to raise to a higher sphere of itself 
gives the power to do so I It is ever true that in the mortal 
world aspiration is Ascension. The soul acts in voUtions and 
in a similar manner to that Creative Power which thinks and 
it is done. And when one soul finally quits its sufferings and 
attains to Heaven a shout of rejoicing shakes the Mountain of 
Purgatory to its base. This is even an advance upon the idea 
that angds in heaven rejoice over one sinner that repenteth, for 
here it is fellow sinners that rejoice. 

There was no poet with whom Fox was in more intimate 
sympathy than Milton, except as regarded the gloomier 
aspects of his theology. A fine lecture upon him con- 
cluded thus : 

Were Milton to return to earth he would find all high places 
shut against him, and would retire from the world's turmoO 
with the exclamation : ^' They also serve who only stand and 
wait." 

It is significant of Fox's enthusiasm for Milton that when 
he discoursed on Wordsworth, he selected for recitation 
the sonnet, " Milton, thou should'st be living at this hour," 
and this most Miltonic passage : 

Urania, I shall need 
Thy guidance, or a greater Muse, if such 
Descend to earth or dwell in highest heaven. 
For I must tread on shadowy ground, must sink 
Deep— and aloft ascending, breathe in worlds 
To which the heaven of heavens is bat a veil. 
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All strength — all terror, single or in bands, 

That ever was put forth in personal form — 

Jehovah, with his thunder, and the choir 

Of shouting Angels, and the empyreal throne, 

I pass them imalarmed. Not Chaos, not 

The darkest pit of lowest Erebus, 

Nor aught of blinder vacancy, scooped out 

By help of dreams — can breed such fear and awe 

As fall upon us often when we look 

Into our Minds, into the Mind of Man. 

There seem to have been no other lectures upon recent 
poets. Of Gibbon's Decline and Fall, Fox said on another 
occasion : 

There is an autumnal tinge on all its gorgeous beauty. Like 
the pillars of old Rome, around its eternal marble clings the ivy. 
Gibbon has no hopefulness in man's progression, no faith in 
freedom. And so should the History of the Decline and Fall of 
the Roman Empire be written. So first, but not so last. That 
history must be told again — ^told by one who has faith in 
Humanity, and who sees that in rights there are latent mights, 
who sees something besides decay in that great rushing down. 

On the whole, Fox's ministry had not answered ill to 
the ideal which, in his anniversary address in 1842, he 
stated himself to have formed : 

In endeavouring to work out the Christianity of the present 
day, it has been my object to have a religion which, while it 
shall not lose its Oriental glory, while it shall not be less con- 
templative and imaginative than when it dwelt in its native 
towers, or looked up from those rich Oriental plains to the 
shining stars of that brilliant hemisphere ; while it shall be 
rich in the recollections of earUer times, shall yet bring its 
treasures to our homes, dwell at our firesides, walk with us in 
the streets of this our actual London, share in the business of 
the shop and the mart, note well the proceedings of the Courts 
of Justice and the Senate, find its way to the prison and the 
poor-house, make its influence felt through all the complica- 
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tions of social life, and establish itself, not as an antique con- 
ventionalism, but as a sustaining and inspiring principle in 
which we live and move and have our being. 

The adjustment of the limits of the secular and the 
spiritual, when comprehended within the same sphere, 
is not exempt from diflBctilty. Fox seemed to fed that 
he had leaned too much to the former : his last discourses, 
delivered when he had ceased to officiate as regular pastor, 
were entirely of a religious character, devoted to the 
systematisation, so far as might be, of the intuitions of a 
poetical mind striving to compass logical precision of 
thought. 
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defence of the suggestion that Lady Macbeth should be a woman 
of delicate and fragile frame pleased me very much though he 
opposed me, and of course triumphantly. 

Cherchez la femme! Fox's paradoxical view of the 
delicacy and fragility of Macbeth's ruthless and imperious 
spouse can hardly have been imconnected with the fact 
that Sarah Flower Adams was endeavouring to appear 
iu the character. Nor was this all. The " little girl " 
also was as stage-struck. Macready writes with sense 
and kindness : 

Nov. 28, 1835. 

Will you let me make so free with you as to say, if your 
interesting little girl persists in her resolution (which I hope 
she will not do) of devoting herself to our unhappy art, I shall 
be most happy to render her any and all the assistance in my 
power, and possibly my experience may enable me to render 
her some Uttie service. 

Dec. 6. 

You are aware of my opinion upon my profession and its 
evil tendencies, and therefore must be sure that I rejoice at 
your disinclination to encourage the experiment alluded to — 
but should you ever alter your views in clearing away as many 
of the thorns from my littie friend's path as my earnest wish 
and experience may enable me to do. 

It was not until the end of 1838 that *' Tottie/' yielding 
to her father's counsels, laid aside all thought of the 
boards, and addressed herself in earnest to the study of 
painting, by which she was to acquire reputation. By 
this time Sarah Flower Adams also had renounced her 
dramatic aspirations. She had appeared as Lady Macbeth 
at Richmond, and her performance had obtained con- 
siderable praise from The Spectator, and had early in 1837 
procured a temporary engagement at Bath, interrupted 
by the epidemic of influenza which at that time swept the 
country, and which in her case proved the prelude to a 
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merely to the study of the principles but to the practice 
of the processes of science, the mistake of sympathy for 
faculty. A vacation as dramatist she had, and she was to 
prove it. 

It is remarkable to find two such contemporary histrionic 
geniuses as Macready and Fanny Kemble equsdly decided 
in the condemnation of the calling to which they owed 
fame and fortune. Macready perhaps wrote partly under 
the influence of the blight then cast upon him by the per- 
secuting manager of Drury Lane, " Poet Bimn," not 
altogether such an absolute fiend as the tragedian's 
imagination depicted him, but who, as Mr Archer puts it, 
" regarded actors as his natural enemies ; they got what 
they could out of him, and he got what he could out of 
them." Strained relations led at last to the memorable 
fracas of 29th April 1836, equally damaging to the 
manager's organ of vision and to the actor's organ of 
self-esteem. Fox hastened to the rescue : 



Craven Hill, 
April 30. 

My dear Sir, — ^I'he Drury advertisement in yesterday's 
paper excited such a strong sense of the insult thereby offered 
to yourself, to the pubUc, and the the Drama itself, that only 
circumstances amounting to impossibiUty prevented my going 
to the theatre in the hope of some pubUc expression of the 
feeling which the occasion demanded. 

I should not have written to tell you this, but that a very 
confused paragraph in to-day's Morning Chronicle impels mc 
to say that should any circumstance render such means as I 
may possess of communicating with the public mind be of any 
service, it wouldmuch gratify me to be instructed how to rend^ 
them most e£Eicient. I hope in that case, when the time 
comes, to hear from you, and meanwhile remain, 

Dear sir, respectfully and truly yours, 

W. J. Fox. 
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vertisement alluded to in Fox's letter. Macready must 
necessarily carry the two suppressed acts in petto, and the 
tragic passion thus pent up must inevitably discharge 
itself upon the nearest object, which by a lamentable 
chance happened to be Mr Bunn's head. Unfortunately 
the tragedian had gone to look for the head where it was 
most likely to be foimd, in the manager's own room. 
Bunn obtained £150 damages, but ere the action could be 
tried the enthusiastic reception accorded to Macready on 
his appearance at Covent Garden had shown that the 
public absolved him. On 26th May, Talfourd's Ian 
achieved a triumph for actor and author. Fox, it appears, 
was not present. The following letter is honourable to 
Macready's feeling of independence, although the nature 
of the " testimony " declined by him appears obscure : — 

Chambers. 
May 24. 

My dear Sir, — ^I shall particularly regret your absence on 
the night of Ion, not that I feel any security of its success, but 
that I consider it as an experiment full of pecuilar interest to 
minds like yours. I enclose you the paper you required, and 
in acknowledging and thanking you for the enclosed price that 
you have put upon the tickets, am obliged to explain to you 
that by a rule which I laid down for myself upon entering this 
profession, I do not allow myself the gratification of receiving 
testimonies of public or private regard, which my friends would 
wish to confer upon me. I am quite sure that you will under- 
stand that it only in conformity to a principle I have without 
exception acted upon that I deny myself the pleasure of being 
still more obliged to you, for I have a sincere delight in receiving 
benefits, or even the demonstration of regard, and I may most 
truly assure you that I am proud, as well as gratified, in the 
manifestations of esteem with which you honour me. There 
is no occasion, I feel confident, for further explanation on this 
point, but if there be, I will satisfy you upon it when I next have 
the pleasure of seeing you« 

Sincerely and most heartily yours, 

W. C. Macready. 
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by-play in the scene in the Capitol the most stirring thing I ever 
saw — as you said of the last act of Othello, '' a poem in itself." 
He sits by Cassius, but the furthest from Caesar, and while the 
rest of those cold blooded conspirators are coldly watching 
Caesar, who with the fresh laurel crown and in hisi kingly robes, 
is so proudly and unconsciously rejecting the suit of Cinna, he 
gazes on him, the triumphant show, the beloved friend whose 
*' angel " is now deserting him, his face grows paler and paler, 
his heart sinks as he recalls the past, a look of anguish passes 
over his face, which grows calm again, though it continues sad, 
and he gently and as it seems unconsciously slides his hand into 
that of Cassius, which rests on the back of his chair, which he 
holds firmly for a minute, loosens the grasp, his features settle 
into deeper calm and his hand grasps the dagger.^ 

The history of the performance of Strafford is fully re- 
coimted by Mrs Sutherland Orr, except that, the life of 
Helen Faucit being unpublished, she is unable to call one 
important ¥dtness : 

I went home [says Miss Faucit] very sad, for although the 
play was considered a success, yet, somehow, even my small 
experience seemed to tell me it would not have a very long 
life. 

In fact, she and Macready alpne had saved it from con- 
denmation. Macready had not yet taken a theatre, and 
the company, not yet a corps dratnatique organised by 
himself, was most inefficient. Helen Faucit and 
Vandenhoff alone were competent ; the last-named dis- 
liked the play, and his abrupt retreat brought the per- 
formance to a close after the fifth night. A third of the 
piece. Browning says, had to be retrenched simply because 
the performers did not understand the text sufficiently 

^ Westland Marston (Our RecstU Actors) mentions another instance 
of Macready 's consummate by-play in Gisippus, when the forsaken lover, 
who has for a time joined his mistress's bridal procession, " lineers 
behind, sinks upon a bench, takes off his chaplet, gaxes upon it wistfuUy ; 
then, with bowed head, lets it fall, with a sigh. The wreath seemed to 
drop on the grave of his illusions." 
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on loth December, but was only a "barren success," 
Macready on withdrawing it shortly afterwards writing 
to Fox: 

I need not say to you that in fulfilling what I felt to be a 
duty in acting it I gave it every aid that experience could yield 
it, may I say too — ^pains and personal sacrifice ... if I could 
act it without loss but I cannot do so without adding to that 
already incurred. 

It was probably on Macready's presentation of King 
John, 24th October 1842, that the foUowing undated 
letter of Fox was written : — 

13 Queen Square, Wr. 
Monday, 

My dear Macready, — ^You have seen that reptile atrocity 
in the Chronicle this morning, I suppose. — ^If anything in the 
form of criticism would demand the stoppage of orders, that 
would. 

The Post has never been so bad. I hope this makes you 
understand (better than I fear I myself did, last night) what 
I mean by the state of the Pressdemoralising one into a partisan. 
One is disgusted, irritated, goaded into a fierce wish for instant 
means to tell the world how false, paltry, and dirty, such things 
are. 

When I think of the cold and measured praise with which I 
have often recorded the most beautiful things ; when I read 
extravagant laudations ignorantly or corruptly bestowed on 
other performances, to bring which into comparison were an 
inconceivable absurdity ; when I see all proportion, all pro- 
priety, all principle trampled under foot in Theatrical Notices, 
amongst which my own have to be printed unmarked from the 
rest, and with no external certificate of honesty ; and I do 
fed for the moment at least, as if, under the circumstances 
only partisanship could be fair criticism. . . . What little I 
know of Dramatic Criticism has been chiefly learned in you, at 
the Ancients learned Poetical Criticism in Homer. 

What there is of good and true in it is, therefore, necessarily 
a sort of sacrificial homage ; and it is quite befitting that, with 
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cussing various social and political topics of the hour. 
Thus we find Macready arranging to come and bring two 
members of his family to stay with Fox during his own 
pubUc farewell to the stage in February 1851 ; a touching 
note in September 1853 on Macready 's " store of sorrows ** 
and family bereavements ; and similar intimate passages 
in correspondence on Fox's own concerns. As our space 
will only allow us to quote one specimen of these letters, 
all characteristic of the close intimacy between the friends, 
we select almost the last of the long series, called forth by 
Fox's retirement from his Oldham constituency in 23rd 
April 1862 : — 

6 Wellington Square, Cheltenham, 
April 23, 1862. 

My dear Fox, — ^I have this day received an Oldham paper 
conveying to me the unwelcome intelligence that you have 
relinquished the representation of that good English town. 
Although these retirements one way or other, must come, there 
is a sa^ess in submitting to this necessity — ^I mean more par- 
ticularly on the part of friends, for with the principal in general 
the measure has been long contemplated and the idea having 
grown familiar to him, he has become reconciled to it. But to 
me, as one of your warmest friends, it is a melancholy measure 
though I have the satisfaction of congratulating you upon the 
honour that attends you in taking it. 

For myself I am growing more and more useless, and yet 
duties seem to grow upon me as my ability to discharge them 
waxes less and less. 

The newspapers and periodicals seem to run away with my 
life, and shorten the days, that at their longest do not give the 
time needful for what I wish to do. Will the ensuing summer 
see you in Cheltenham ? I have a dreamy sort of half-wish, 
half-purpose of making an effort to see the Grand Exhibition, 
but I expect I shall turn craven at the last and find some excuse 
for remaining at home. Katie sends her kind love to you. Mis 
Macready her best regards. With mine to Mr and llrs Bridell, 
I remain, my dear Fox, always most affectionately, Yours, 

W. C. Macready. 



THE LIFE OF W. J. FOX 255 

producer of wealth shall be placed in a much better state for 
the enjoyment of life from birth to death than any class or 
individuals can experience under the existing disorder and con- 
fusion of a society divided in mind and interest against itself. 
And this new state shall be maintained at a less expense of 
labour and capital than the present system requires. 

As no one, for want of the requisite experience, can explain 
this new system except its founder, Mr Owen requests the use 
of Mr Fox's Chapel in which to deUver a Course of three or four 
lectures for this purpose when convenient to Mr Fox and the 
Chapel Committee ; but Mr Owen has no desire to diminish or 
in any way to interfere with the funds of the Conunittee. 

If not unpleasant to Mr Fox Mr Owen begs he will read this 
note to his congregation : 

" 4 Crescent Place, Burton Crescent, 

" 27th Feb. 1840. 

•* Time will not allow Mr Owen to correct the proof but 
very imperfectly and he wishes it to be returned on Monday 
when or soon after Mr Fox shall have a corrected copy." 

The earliest reference in his correspondenoe to Fox's 
attitude on the Com Laws that we have found is in two 
letters of Cobnel Perronet Thompson to Fox in September 
1838, stating that he has imdertaken to supply The Sun 
newspaper with a series of articles entitled '' Com Law 
Fallacies with their Answers," and thanking him for his 
co-operation. Thompson adds that he is ** afraid my 
connection with The Sun in this instance will expose me 
to the suspicion of being * art and part ' in the supposed 
intention to make a diversion from the objects of the 
Working Classes on Universal Suffrage etc.** 

Evidently Fox felt it necessary later on to vindicate him- 
self from tiie same charges, as we find him declaring, in 
his speech at Liverpool, October 1843 : — 

I have written and spoken on thb question before there was 
any pretext whatever for calling it a manufacturer's question — 
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Irish to import foreign flour at a time when their own flour was 
breeding typhus fever ! 

Then the people should be told that the country's salvation 
must be worked out at the hustings and the polling-booths. 
We may also glance at the despair which is seizing the minds of 
many and the desperate courses to which men are driven. 
The increase of the armed military and civil forces to restrain 
the people might be referred to, and the expense and insecurity 
of such a state of things may be urged as an argument with the 
middle and wealthy classes for giving content to the people by 
allowing them to be fed. 

We don't want a long address — ^but it must be a blister to 
the aristocracy and the House of Commons. 

Will you oblige me by dropping me a line by return to say 
what you have done. There is not time to throw away — ^the 
address will be wanted by the fifteenth. 

I remain, my dear Sir, yours very truly, R. Cobden. 

Manchester, 
Sih May 1840. 

My dear Sir, — The only ulterior means that can be pointed 
to, for effecting the total repeal of the Com Law, is, by con- 
tinued appeals ; by all constitutional means, to the people. Such 
are our only means, and only end, as an Anti-Corn Law League. 
I think nothing should be said about political changes — ^I mean 
Suffrage, ballot, etc. We are not in a position to do any good 
for the cause of democratic progression as a L^agu^— except 
by battering at that which after dl is the Citadel of aristocratic 
misgovemment, the Com Law. Mr Fox may and doubtless 
will appeal to all classes for co-operation — ^for all are bread- 
eaters. The rich should be called upon to give money. The 
ministry of religion should be called upon to offer prayers for 
the conversion of the legislature. Individual co-operation, 
throughout the Kingdom, should be invoked by distributing 
tracts, aiding and facilitating the lecturers etc. The poor 
should be invited to attend our lectures. 

We think that the address should magnify as much as possible 
the present power and the rapid growth of the Anti-Com Law 
League. We are now prepared for another year's agitation, 
with double the funds, and a double staff of lecturers as com- 
pared with last year. 
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It was of this speech particularly that Guizot wrote in 
his Memoirs of Sir Robert Peel : 

(P. 123) When an idea has thus become transformed into 
a passion and a virtue, when the element of truth which it 
contains thus completely effaces and obliterates the objections 
which it excites and the other truths which Umit it, deUberation 
ceases, discussion is at an end, action only is thought of, its 
partizans march, dash onwards. 

(P. 242) Nothing is more effective than to direct men at the 
same time that you serve their passions and promote what they 
consider to be justice ; the speeches of Mr W. J. Fox at Covent 
Garden Theatre produced an immense effect and contributed 
as greatly as those of Mr Cobden in the House of Commons to 
make the League daily more popular and more powerful 

In the League reports of the meetings at Covent Garden 
we find that " loud cries were raised for Mr Fox," when the 
latter was not annoimced to speak, and that when he had 
addressed the audience, that " Mr Fox resumed his seat 
amid deafening applause which lasted for several minutes 
etc." In a letter dated 2nd April 1883, to Fox's son, 
Franklin, John Bright testifies : 

Your father was the " orator " of the League, his speeches as 
compositions were far better than mine — ^but he did not 
speaic often. 

And an examination of his speeches leads to the same 
conclusion. Fox showed remarkable boldness in his 
denimciations of the vested interests of the " monopolist 
classes " and in ridiculing their right to levy and maintain 
a bread-tax on the whole nation. Their finest passages 
are inspired by the feeling of a broad humanity and by an 
indignant sympathy with the sufferings of the poor man. 
The three strings to Fox's bow as an orator were, a genuine 
humanitarianism, moral fervour and shrewd common 
sense, and these, combined with his power of hard-hitting 
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In his "Letters by aNorwich Weaver-Boy " Fox attacked 
the inconsistency of Lord Ashley, afterwards Lord Shaftes- 
bury who " advocated a Ten-Hours' Factory Bill and 
opposed the repeal of the Corn-Laws," Harriet Martineau 
(History of the Peace," Book vi.) fell foul of the philan- 
thropist for the same reason : 

He constituted himself the champion ot the Lancashire 
operatives whose families had been earning £3 a week . . . 
while he need but have gone into the hovels of his father's 
peasantry to have seen misery and mental and moral destitu- 
tion which could not be matched in the worst retreats of the 
manufacturing population. 

But in his letter to E. Moses and Son (No. xi.) the most 
renowned slop-sellers and sweaters in England, Fox is 
apparently conscious that his special pleading : " Out of 
the fearfully-earned 6d. a day of the famishing needle- 
women, Lord Ashley and the landowners take 2d. by their 
Bread-tax," might be the prelude to a general indictment 
of the industrial system. It was clear, at the end of 1845, 
that the Free Trade Movement of the " forties " was 
irresistible because the whole body of the people stood to 
gain by cheap food. The Irish famine had done its work. 
In his speech at Covent Garden Theatre in December 1845, 
John Bright describes how the League orators were 
received with the utmost enthusiasism by the Wiltshire 
labourers, these " heart-broken, spirit-broken, despairing 
men who have been accustomed to this from their youth 
and see nothing in the future that affords a single ray of 
hope," and nothing was easier than for the League orators 
to expose the hollow arguments of the landowners such as 
the Duke of Richmond who threatened to leave the 
country if the Corn-Laws were repealed ! — or such as one 
of the members for Wiltshire who declared that " if he had 
to come into the world again he would choose to be an 
agricultural labourer." 



THE LIFE OF W. J. FOX 269 

work for the Paper, with no heart in it, is a very flat thing to 
those Covent Garden meetings. 'Twas something to put on 
one's coat once a week to go there. The only comfort is to be 
out of that eternal one idea, and not to see Corn-Law here, 
there, and everywhere. 

In April 1842 Fox wrote for "The Metropolitan 
Parliamentary Reform Association " an " Address to the 
People of Great Britain," declaring that the time had now 
come to demand a new Reform Bill. 

We aim at obtaining a vote for every man, free voting, 
proportionate representation, and responsible parliaments, that 
the nation may be well governed. . . . It is obviously vain any 
longer to put your trust in political parties, or seek relief from 
the guidaiice of party leaders. For real representation we 
associate ; for nothing else, and for nothing less. 

The Metropolitan Parliamentary Reform Association, 
says Mr Graham Wallas, " lived exactly twelve months " 
and the " agreement between the enfranchised and the 
disfranchised on which further extension of the suffrage 
depended, did not come till 1867." In September 1842 
we find Fox, in one of his weekly lectures, defending the 
young free-thinker, J. G. Holyoake, who had written to 
him from Gloucester Jail, cSking him what he thought of 
the Christianity that put hi; 1 there for the expression of 
his honest conviction. K^iyoake had publicly denied 
" the existence of a superintending providence," and for 
this he was convicted and sentenced to a term of imprison- 
ment ! The bigotry of the " forties " was indeed no less 
amazing than the religious hypocrisy of the " eighties " 
that Bradlaugh challenged and overthrew. 

In February 1838, we find Fox writing to his mother at 
Norwich : 

None of the Daily papers, however, are Radical enough for 
me at present, so I am only writing Literary and Dnunatic 
notices in the Morning Chronicle, 



\ 
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now a sprinkling of great-coated folk up in the Gallery 
that look like incognito M.P., or literary men." In his 
Prefatory Address to vol. iv. Fox reviews his Lectures 
and states : 

Had they been continued to a more recent period . , . I 
should have dwelt with satisfaction on the prospects which have 
arisen of a cordial reunion between the middle and working 
classes^ The late proceedings at Manchester have laid a broad 
basis for that reunion by the combination of Fiscal Reform, the 
Revision of Taxation, principles of Economy and Peace, and 
the Reform of the Representation, as objects of the same 
movement. These are the people's objects — ^the legitimate 
claims of the many as opposed to the sinister interests of the 
few. 

Among the most democratic in spirit of the seventy-six 
Lectures printed is that on " English Wars : Their Causes, 
Cost and Consequences " which the Peace orator of to-day 
might study with great advantage to himself and his 
hearers : 

War is the aristocratical trade ; war is the aristocratical 
passion ; war is the aristocratical convenience for bringing 
forward the junior members of titled famiUes, instead of pro- 
viding for them out of the family property. They cannot all 
be put in offices of state ; they cannot all be lords of the 
treasury, or direct plunderers of the treasury by official names, 
without knowing how to discharge official ftmctions. You 
cannot put them all into the Church — ^not that any ordinary 
degree of wildness is deemed an objection. Their high blood 
and breeding cannot be expected to submit to the restraints 
which decorum imposes in that quarter. And so, the army, 
with its promotions — ^war, with its chances of cutting the way 
up to a barony, an earldom or a dukedom, that is what they 
specially deUght in. And thus there is a power biassing them 
towards plunging the nation into what may be ruin and death 
to hundreds of thousand and miUions, but which to them is 
the prospect of obtaining laurels, of being proclaimed heroes in 
all the newspapers of Europe, of having large properties assigned 




CHAPTER XI 

THE OLDHAM ELECTIONS — " THE RELIGIOUS IDEAS " 
fox's " NATIONAL EDUCATION " BILL 

OX'S candidature for (Hdham, according to one 
of his letters, appears to have come about through 
the fame of his lectures at the National Hall. 
Through the attempt of the sitting member, 
Mr John Fielden, to force his son-in-law Mr J. M. Cob. ett, 
on the constituency, a large body of his Radical supporters 
seceded, and brought Fox forward as a staunch reformer 
in July 1847. I^ ^ difficult at this date to say how much 
Mr Fielden's imtiring championship of the Ten Hours' Bill 
for limiting the work of women and children (1840) had 
met the views of the " millocrats." The Conservatives, 
on their side, nominated Mr John Duncuft, and the 
struggle was entered upon by the rival parties with a 
bitterness that has made the elections 1847-1852 famous 
in the annals of the borough. We are indebted to a little 
volume Memory Sketches by Benjamin Grime, reprinted 
from the Oldham Weekly Chronicle, for a detailed account 
of these stormy days. 

In his first election address Fox declared for the 
DisestabUshment of the Church, for revision of taxation 
the burden of which " should be removed from the 
shoulders of industry to those of property," for Universal 
Education, for the reform of the Poor Law and of the 
Irish Land Laws. The coalition of the manufacturers 
and shopkeepers, of Conservatives and Dissenters against 
Mr Fielden, was bitterly resented by the Oldham operatives 

T '•^ 
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and the Old Cobbettites, since, in Mr Grime's words, 
" The struggle was one in which the few by means of 
class privilege were able to defeat the wishes of the 
multitude " (of non-voters). The Fielden leaders seeing 
that the day was going against them appealed to popular 
passion, but Fox was returned at the head of the poll with 
723 votes, followed by the Conservative with 692. The 
working classes " being beaten for the first time," says 
Mr Grime, became " morose, sulky and vindictive." 

In a letter to his sister forty-five years later, Franklin 
Fox records his memories of the 1840 election : 

I was with our father at Oldham, on that occasion, but did 
not see the burning in effigy which took place at night after the 
election was over and the poll had been declared, but of course 
I knew of it and was told that a stuffed image was made to 
resemble Mr W. J. Fox and that it was carried by a yelling and 
excited mob to a field at a Uttle distance from the town where 
a bonfire was made and the effigy burnt. 

Tho Town was in a state of great uproar after the election. 
Angry mobs paraded the streets. Windows were smashed in 
every direction. The shutters were put up at about 4 o'clock in 
the afternoon at the King^s Arms Inn or Hotel in the market 
place at Oldham where papa and I stayed, in consequence of 
brickbats and stones being hurled continuously at the house 
after the poll had been declared. Papa and I dined together 
by ourselves, lights having to be lit owing to the darkened 
room. I went out after dinner contrary to Papa's desire, for 
the crowd was unpleasantly savage, and saw atroop of dragoons^ 
(I think), but some regiment of cavalry certainly drawn up 
before our quarters. I made my way to the Conmiittee rooms 
of Mr Duncuft, and found the newly elected M. P. (Papa's Tory 
colleague) under a bed in the attic where he had betaken him- 
self for safety. Nothing very dreadful happened, however, 
though the mob tried to irritate the soldiers, and yelled: 
" Peterloo ! Peterloo ! They want to massacre us as at Peter- 
loo over again." We left next morning for town. 

It is ironical that Fox, who claimed, " I belong to the 

* Mr Grime speaks of *' axmcd iniantry." 
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people. My strongest sympathies ever have been, and 
will be, witii the industrial classes," should have gone in 
fear of his life, in the two subsequent elections, at the 
hands of the Oldham operatives, but Mr Grime explains 
that he had to suffer for having been returned for the 
borough in company with a Tory colleague. It is true 
that Fox and Mr Duncuft voted in opposite lobbies in 
Parhament on the following questions : — ^The Disabilities 
of the Jews, the Repeal of the Window Tax, the Pardoning 
of the Newport Chartists, the Suppression of Public 
Meetings, the Extension of the Franchise, the Introduction 
of the Ballot, etc. But soon the obfustification of the 
popular intelligence through the bias of faction became 
such that in spite of Fox's unflinching RadicaUsm on all 
these questions (1847-1852) the non-electors (i.e., the 
operatives) carried by a large majority at pubUc meetings 
votes of " no confidence " in Mr W. J. Fox. 

The old Radical party threw over their creed and 
traditions and went G>nservative, while the mill-owning 
class and the tradesmen formed the new Liberal party. 
Fox, in his turn, had to nm the gaimtlet of a hostile 
coalition, and at the General Election of 1852 was thrown 
out, Mr J. M. Cobbett replacing him. But before three 
weeks had passed, Mr Dimcuft the Conservative member 
died, and Fox again consented to contest the seat. It is 
proof of the violence of the Oldham mob at the General 
Election of 1852, that Fox " refused to expose himself to 
the brutal usage of the Tory roughs, and submitted to the 
candidature only on the condition that he should remain 
absent during the whole proceedings of this (third) 
election.'* 

The account given by Mr Grime, himself an eye-witness 
of the intimidation and brutality practised by the 
*' Bendigo lambs," or gangs of roughs, for four or five 
months, makes an exceedingly curious picture, one that 
recalls Hogarthian England. Mr Grime says : — 
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examined every day (Sunday excepted) from ten to twelve 
o^clock in the morning, and from two to four o'clock in 
the afternoon, at the Hare and Hounds, Yorkshire Street, 
Oldham/' The picture of an Oldham Boniface expound- 
ing the Religious Ideas to the " Bendigo lambs '' is worthy 
of Gillray's pencil. 

As we have summarised above the character of the 
three elections in 1847-1852, we may conveniently here 
make a few excerpts from Fox's correspondence of the 
period. In December 1847 he writes to his daughter on 
his speech in Parliament on the Jews' Disability Bill : 

The Oath is as old as the time of James I. and was not in- 
tended to refer to Creeds. It was levelled at the Jesuit doctrine 
of swearing with menial reservations, and he adds characteristi- 
cally, '' On Sunday I shall begin a Course of Lectures on the 
Book of Job, which will last the six weeks till Parliament meets 
again. If I want illustrations the House will furnish it, listen- 
ing to the everlasting Irish members." 

In October 1851 he alludes to attacks upon him in The 
Times, and the Dundee Courier, which last paper charged 
against him that '' to distinguish himself from the vulgar 
herd who wear plain clothes, he habitually arrays himself 
in the Quaker garb, the coUarless coat of Oxford grey, the 
white cravat and the broad-brinmied beaver," all ** to 
show how bloody-minded I was about the King of 
Naples.^ 



»> 



On ist July 1852, a week before the second Oldham 
election, he describes " a tremendous meeting of 10,000 
or 12,000, at the least, kept all in confusion by organised 
bands for that purpose, and plenty of fighting. Speaking 
was made quite impossible — so it was given up, and we 
have determined to attempt no more meetings, but issue 
addresses, etc., through the Press. . . . The rascality of 
the Fielden faction in the desperate attempt to recover the 
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command of the Borough is so unutterably disgusting that 
it will be an immense relief to have done with it, whether 
by winning or losing. I can only lose by the grossest 
intimidation." And in the following week he writes to his 
daughter : 

We were beaten by brute force, our voters in the out-lying 
districts being kept from the poll by organised mobs. . . My 
swollen hand is subsiding after the several hundred parting 
shakings on Friday — ^when many actually cried at losing me. 
There has been much very disgusting,and much very beautiful, 
but of all this hereafter. ... I should Uke to have beaten 
them but have no deep sorrow about it and am altogether in 
better health and spirits than usual. 

In November of the same year we find Henry Vincent, 
the Chartist, writing to Fox about " the success of my 
meetings at Oldham. . . . Awfully crowded, very en- 
thusiastic and altogether in your favour. I would strongly 
urge you to visit Oldham and deliver one or two addresses. 
Your election is certain if you do. All that the Borou^ 
wants is to be grappled by a strong hand. The demagogues 
were always cowards when boldly opposed." And a fort- 
night later Vincent is congratulating Fox on " his splendid 
victory." 

They have triumphed over the most atrocious ruffianism and 
your victory is really the triiunph of principle won by honest 
brave men. I trust that your health will soon be better. 

In November 1847 one of Fox's constant admirers, 
Mr S. Court auld of Braintree, had come forward with a 
most handsome proposal to settle £400 annuity on Fox 
for the rest of his life. This gift, which was gratefully 
accepted, enabled Fox to devote himself to his Parha- 
mentary duties and freed him from the constant harass- 
ment of journalistic work. Mr Courtauld's letter to Fox 
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is so delicately written that we may quote it here as a 
model for benefactors at large : — 

My dear Sir, — ^I am preparing a deed for securing to you a 
Life Annuity of £400 a year. I have for years greatiy desired 
to do something of this kind, but tangled associations of con- 
ventional feeUng in respect of monetary arrangements between 
friends have plagued and prevented me : but if there is a time for 
all things, and amongst the rest a time for foolishness — ^is there 
not also a time for leaving it off. Last night I wrote a rather 
longish letter to you, — and lit my cigar with it, believing that I 
might rely on your sympathy with me to give you assurance 
that I take this step in the spirit that would best commend itself 
to your acquiescence. If I though my personal intercourse and 
relations with you would be embarrassed — ^vitiatedin any degree 
— ^made false through this arrangement, I should feel that I 
made by it a very painful sacrifice — ^but I have faith that this 
need not and will not be and I make this communication at 
once in case it may have any bearing on pending engagements. 

Yours very truly, Sam Courtauld. 

P. S. — ^I know that you cherish the associations of Finsbury 
Chapel, and that you must have high and true satisfaction in 
your mission there, but other spheres of action may open before 
you, and also you way have need to rest from action ; and the 
special purpose of the arrangement I venture to make is that 
you should, so far as it goes, be independent of Finsbury or of 
any other particular engagement and be, to the extent of this 
independent fund, free to do, or not to do — as your desire may 
be. 

Mr Moncure D. G>nway tell us in his Centenary History 
of the South Place Society that Fox " made an effort to 
resign " his pastorate in 1847, " ^^^ ^^^ ^ ^^49 ^^^ 
Reverend Newenham Travers was engaged as assistant 
minister. Fox taking half the Sundays, while in 1851, with 
Mr Jerson as assistant, Fox delivered only eight discourses, 
and in 1852 a final six. After Fox's retirement the South 
Place Congregation dwindled away till in June 1863 the 
Society was near closing its doors, Mr Moncure D. Conway 
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all his orthodox brethren, in retreating point by point 
before the Higher Criticism, Fox advanced boldly to meet 
the doctrine of Evolution and clasp its professors to his 
bosom : 

Come then, all sciences, with your discoveries, however 
remote, however stupendous, however contrasted with past 
philosophies and systems ; come then all sciences, and bring 
your tribute of homage to that rehgion which is the soul of all, 
and join with the loveUness and poetry of the world, making 
the same offering, and uniting in the same worship. Man, 
perplexed and bewildered by positive systems — enslaved, 
entangled and rendered wretched by dogmas — in this pure 
Ught of science of love, feels the breaking upon him of a brighter 
day. 

Our confidence in " the constitution of human nature 
which is the origin and test of moral truth " is perhaps less 
brilliantly couleur de rose than that of the preacher of the 
Religion of Humanity, which, we are told, ' as man ad- 
vances must advance also.' " It is difficult to be so en- 
thusiastic over the interminableness of the road. 

In celebrating Religion as " the universal song of 
humanity," Fox was under the necessity of accepting all 
creeds while endeavouring to reconcile them adroitly, " a 
universality of spirit akin not only to the ages, to human 
nature, to the earth, but to the heavens themselves." 

" . . . . We see enough to account for and make us 
charitable towards even many of the worst superstitions 
that have existed in this world of ours." The peroration 
indeed of his Fifth Lecture on Divine AUribtUes has much 
in common with the large generous optimism of Walt 
Whitman's moral outlook in Leaves of Grass, the first draft 
of which was written only a few years after the Lectures on 
Religious Ideas were deUvered. 

Let those Egyptian Priests be there, bearing the books of 
Hermes, and the ark of Osiris. 
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Let Moses stretch forth his rod, smite the rock, and produce 

living water for his people. . . . 
Let the Persian climb the hill-top, to catch the first beams of 

the rising s\m, and prostrate himself in worship to that 

symbol of eternal Light. 
Let the Druid rear with gigantic stones his m3^tic cirde. 
Let Catholic Christianity marshal its {H-ocessionSp elevate 

its Host, and rear its stupendous cathedrals. 

We have ventured to print Fox's prose in the form of 
Whitman's fluid verse, to show that the main thought 
underlying the Norwich Weaver-Boy's Religious Idems 
was " religions are doing the work of humanity the woik 
of divinity," while his criticism of the isolating effects of 
dogmatic theology is no less pronounced than the cxy of 
the great American poet against " the bat-eyed and 
materialistic priests." 

In his lecture on The Moral Idea and Heaven, Fox ami-* 
pletes his self-liberation from the dogmatic shackles of the 
Christian sects. He reaches idneed the identical con- 
clusions that Tolstoy was to arrive at thirty years later ! 

Ethics had been filled with Church-made crimes and ChnrchF 
made virtues. ... In those theological bodies . . . malriwg 
praises, prayers and sacrifices, kneelings and gesticulations are 
more important than doing justice, and loving mercy, and 
walking humbly before God. Another Church-made virtue has 
been that of submission — " prostration of the understanding " 
enforced first towards its priest, then to the written word or to 
its exposition in a creed. . . . 

We seem to hear in these words the accents of the great 
Russian author. It is however only in their humanitarian 
ideals that the Englishman and the Russian are at one. 
for Fox is as anxious to show that the struggles of the 
harassed world flower and fruit in social morality as 
Tolstoy is anxious to withdraw from the individual the 
exercise of worldly power and to preach to him, " the 
Kingdom of God is within you." 




^^^ 



THE LIFE OF W. J. FOX 299 

In his Seventh Lecture on Redemption Fox carries the 
war into the theological camp, which " supposes an in- 
camate deity, for the purpose of bearing this load of sin 
and misery and expiating it by his own death on the cross, 
enduring not only the desertion of man, but, we are told, 
the desertion of the Deity also, in that awful moment." 
He attacks the metaph3^ical doctrine of the transfer of 
sin and righteousness, and of " divine vindictivencss " as 
" a strange and foul conception for man to entertain," and 
substitutes the latter-day conception of a simple humani- 
tarian ideal — " no great work of emancipation, of deliver- 
ance, of redemption is ever yrrought by humanity, unless 
the benevolent heart that undertakes the task has the 
strength of self-sacrifice, and is content to lay its account 
with long<ontinued endurance, and with bitter agony." 

He then stips off " the aggrandisements which theology 
has heaped on Jesus, and declares that none of his super- 
natural attributes can compare in moral grandeur with his 
" utmost self-sacrifice a* d devotion in the very agonies of 
death." Considering the portentous alarms and ex- 
cursions of a later day over Seeley's Ecce Homo, and the 
amount of head-shaking over so mild a rejection of super- 
natural Christianity as Robert Elstnere contains, it seems, 
at first sight, surprising that The Religious Ideas did not 
arouse general conunotion. But the fact is it is only the 
bombs that burst inside the theological camp that send 
the inmates flying out angrily, into the open, to reply to 
the enemy. South Place Chapel was as privileged a spot 
in 1849 for the propagation of unorthodox Christianity as 
Essex Hall is to-day for the propaganda of socialistic 
teaching. Ihe audience that Fox addressed in 1849, in 
point of view of earnest moral aspiration, was probably 
superior to any that our own best preachers address to-day, 
but it was small, and its intellectual sincerity kept it an 
elect body without power to propagate itself. As Fox 
put it delicately, '' Chxistian Unitariaoisoi has never fottsd 
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itself so much in sjnnpathy with mankind, notwithstand- 
ing its boast and its justified boast to some extent, of 
superior rationality, as to diffuse itself very widely in 
society." 

In a brief memoir prefixed to a cheap edition of The 
Religious Ideas, Mr Courtney Kenny has ably put in a few 
lines the reasons why Fox's success in Parliament was 
necessarily limited : 

He had for several years suffered from heart disease, and 
preserved his Ufe only by systematic abstinence from every- 
thing that might excite him. This prevented him from taking 
a prominent part in Parhament even had he not entered it too 
late. Wilberforce said men seldom succeed in the House who 
enter it past thirty : and as Mr Fox entered it when past sixty 
it was not strange that he should prove too old for success. Yet 
he did good work there. He was one of the first to demand 
compulsory education. In 1850 he brought in " A Bill to 
promote the Secular Education of the People " — ^the first 
important effort ever made in Parliament for a really national 
system. 

Before introducing his Education Bill Fox had made his 
mark in the House of Commons by his speeches in 1848 on 
Irish Reform, on the Sanitary Bill, and the Extension of 

the Franchise in 1849, speeches which at this distance of 
time need not detain us. Fox had " made the subject of 
education largely his own " we are told, and in Fronde's 
Short Studies on Great Subjects there is an interesting de- 
scription and criticism of a Lecture by Fox delivered in 
Manchester on 15th December 1849 • — 

People talk about enlarging the mind. Some years ago, 
I attended a lecture on Education, in the Free Trade Hall at 
Manchester. Seven or eight thousand people were present, 
and among the speakers was one of the most popular orators of 
the day. He talked in the usual way of the neglect of past 
generations, the besotted peasant, in whose besotted brain even 
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thought was extinct, and whose sole spiritual instruction was 
the dull and dubious parson's sermon. Then came the con- 
trasted picture ; the broad river of modem discovery flowing 
through town and hamlet, science shining as an intellectual sun, 
and knowledge and justice as her handmaids, redressing the 
wrongs and repealing the miseries of the mankind. 

Then, rapt with inspired frenzy, the musical voice, thrilling 
with transcendent emotion — " I seem," the Orator said, " I 
seem to hear again the echo of that voice which rolled over the 
primeval choas, saying, * Let there be Light ! ' '* 

As you may see a breeze of wind pass over standing com and 
every stalk bends and a long wave sweeps across the field, so 
all that listening multitude, swayed and wavered under the 
words. Yet in plain prose, what did this gentleman definitely 
mean ? First and foremost, a man has to earn his living, and 
all the 'ologies will not of themselves enable him to eam it. 

Light ! Yes, we want light, but it must be light which will 
help us to work and find food and clothes and lodging for 
ourselves. 

Froude's criticism of Fox has of course point, but he is 
speaking as a man of a later generation, a man who has not 
had to stmggle to educate himself. Mr Moncure D. 
Conway has presented the broad issue in a lecture on the 
Educational Crisis, delivered at South Place Chapel on 
loth May 1896, and we make no apologies for presenting 
his summary of Fox's efforts for National Education, and 
the reception the Bill was accorded in the House of 
Commons : — 

About the beginning of the present reign this country began 
to wake up to the fact that it was behind the other nations of 
Europe in the matter of Education. Nowhere were there so 
many who could not read or write. Education had been in 
the hands of the National Church, and it had failed to do the 
work. The idea then arose of taking popular education out of 
the control of the Church and organising a state System ; and 
the foren ost apostle of that cause was the Minister of this 
Chapel, William Johnson Fox. In this Chapel he pleaded for a 
new departure, and sixty years ago he gave five discourses on 
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The plan of Mr Fox's Bill was that inspectors should take 
stock of the secular education supplied in all the schools in the 
country and report on the deficiencies. The amount of the 
deficiency being thus ascertained, he proposed that the 
locality should be invited to supply it ; that the inhabitants 
of the district should be summoned to elect an Education 
Committee (that is a School Board), who should have for their 
peculiar work, to supply the deficiency, and be empowered to 
rate the inhabitants for the expense. He would have regard to 
the existing schools. They were to receive grants of 10/- a 
head for each pupil efficiently taught in secular instruction ; 
they might go on with their doctrinal teaching ; but should 
receive no State-money for that. Then, new Schools, free 
Schools — ^were to be formed, for children between seven and 
thirteen, in which no religion was to be taught by the teachers, 
but convenient times arranged when parents might have their 
children instructed at their own expense in such doctrines as 
they wished. 

The foremost opponent was Sir R. H. Inglis, Member for 
Oxford University, who in reply to Mr Fox's statistics, that 
only one child in thirteen was going to school, far more being 
educated on the Continent, said that similar education in 
England might make people here as revolutionary as they had 
been on the Continent in 1848. 

Mr Stafford said that secular education was but another 
name for atheistical education. 

The Roman Catholic Earl of Arundel read extracts from 
the heretical works of Theodore Parker, F. W. Newman, 
F. Call, and others, to show what education without theology 
was coming to. 

Lord Ashley reminded Mr Fox that all the Nonconformist 
bodies were against secular education, and so did the Prime 
Minister, Lord John Russell — ^but Lord Ashley was far-sighted 
enough to see that the discussion raised, and the powerful 
speeches made in favour of the Bill, by Roebuck, Monkton 
Milnes (Lord Houghton), Hume, Milner Gibson, and other 
great men, would be pregnant with results. 

" There has never," said Lord Ashley, " there has never 
before been submitted to this House a proposal so clear, so 
unmistakeable, and calculated to be so prodigious in its 
results." 
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There was a chorus of compliment to Mr Fox for his eloquence, 
and from that day Secular Exlucation became a definite cause 
and principle. 

Twenty years later, in 1870, when the present system was 
foimded, the original purpose of its framers was to pass Mr 
Fox's bill. The Clergy, seeing their supremacy over the 
Schools lost, were prepared for that secular system ; but the 
Nonconformists insisted on adding to it the clause for com^«/sory 
religious teaching, which has now broken down. And now 
the Clergy, who repudiated Mr Fox's plan in 1850, have added 
to the School Boards, which he devised, the provisions which be 
devised for various religious teaching. 

So that, now, ParUament is about to pass a measure which 
in its principle as to religion is substantially the same Bill that 
was proposed in the House of Commons 46 years ago by the 
Minister of South Place Chapel. I mention this only as a 
notable fact. Indeed the Church now goes beyond Mr Fox at 
one point ; for he proposed that the various denominations 
should be equally admitted only to his new Board Schools, 
whereas this new Bill admits such various instructors even into 
Church Schools. 

Whether this concession is likely to be of any practical 
value may be questioned ; but in principle it is the largest 
concession ever made by the English Church ; and of course 
it is made for some very substantial consideration. 

A more recent appreciation of Fox's Bill, from the stand- 
point of a teacher of experience in Board and public 
schools, has been supplied by a friend of the writer's, Mr 
Carl Heath, as follows : — 

Fox's Bill seems a very good one and very advanced for the 
peric i. It would not apply now because instead of refusing 
" ;;j>emment " grants as in 1850 — Churchmen's and Dissenters 
real trouble now arises from their bitter struggle for the 
government money. 

Fox apparently saw clearly what is only now beginning to 
be realised by statesmen that the essential factors in the making 
of the school are, as Froebel says, the teacher and the taught — 
not school buildings, inspectors, Government Departments, 
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codes, etc. Hence be demands what the teachers have been 
struggling for for 60 years — i.e. decent salaries and some 
security of tenure. His Bill provides what has only just been 
conceded to Elementary teachers, an appeal against dismissal 
from the local authority to the Board of Education. 

He is as advanced also as the Danes in that he recognises all 
efficient schools, private or pubUc. 

His weak point is his Local Education Committees. Small 
local authorities have been the ruin of education in England. 
The Education rate should be a national tax. Education 
obviously in an unintelligent country must be imposed de haut 
en bos. The local grocer and the small farmer never want to 
educate the " lower classes." Why should they ? 

I don't think Fox's solution of the Religious Difficulty would 
be any solution to-day as far as organisation is concerned 
because the State now supports every elementary school and 
cannot go back and say '" have your religious schools and the 
State shall fill up the gap with secular ones." 

As you no doubt know there is no reUgious difficulty in the 
schools — ^it is all outside. 

Fox's Bill as far as I can see would have left the teacher free 
to settle religious difficulties if any arose, with the parent, giving 
the parent the right to have that kind of religious teaching, 
elsewhere, that he desired " at a convenient hour." This 
really would solve the religious question — i,e. leave it to the 
teacher and the parent — protecting the parent's right by law. 
Pity it can't be done at once. 

History repeats itself. The opposition to Fox's Bill 
came from the " contending factions," and a letter to Fox 
from Mr Joseph Kay fifty-eight years ago might have 
been addressed yesterday, with equal point, to Mr 
Runciman : 

You are fully alive to all the immense difficulties of your 
great undertaking and I am quite sure from your speech that 
you fully understand how important it is to treat our religious 
parties with exceeding tenderness and to avoid any appearance 
of slighting the religio\is prejudices and beUefs of the people. 
The attention of the Nation is thoroughly awakened and all 
u 
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eyes will be turned towards you after Easter, some, like my- 
self, to wish you success in your arduous struggle amid the 
contending factions, others to find fault with whatever you 
propose and with whatever spirit you evince in your 
explanation ! 



CHAPTER XII 

LATER CORRESPONDENCE — HARRIET MARTINEAU — 

THE BROWNINGS 

OF the later series of Miss Martineau's letters to 
Fox, we can only give the tenor for the 
reasons already dwelt on in Chapter III. 
In connection with the modem Su&agist 
movement it is interesting to find that her programme in 
1837 would serve to-day most of the purposes of the 
National Union of Women's Suffrage Societies. A re- 
vision in Parliament of all laws affecting the Sex — 
Woman's legal status — ^her faulty education — ^her sub- 
ordination as a wife — ^her prostitution to men — such are 
the reforms for carrying which Miss Martineau, seventy 
years ago, tells us a powerful organisation was being 
formed, though she adds that her doubt is whether women 
themselves would come forward in sufficient numbers to 
assist the movement. The grave illness which attacked 
Miss Martineau in the spring of 1840, and confined her to 
her invaUd couch at Teignmouth, is described in a letter 
of 8th December 1840 and her determination to go on 
working, at all costs, at her new series of Tales, The Play- 
fellow. 

In 1842 and 1843, Miss Martineau makes rather a bad 
shot at the outlook of Abolition in the United States, pre- 
dicting that Virginia and the debauched South would join 
the North in the abolition of slavery, and that only indeed 
Texas and a few other states would retain it. She also 

takes Dickens severely to task for not seeing with her that 

J07 
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the most beautiful Spectacle of Humanity is— domestic 
America ! Time brings its revenges ! In a letter of 
9th November 1842 she dwells on the irritation her refusal 
to accept an Official Pension had caused in the upper and 
middle class breast, and she traces it to a secret hostility 
to anyone who lifts the veil from the Royal Fount of 
Privilege and Patronage. Mediocre people alwa}rs disUke 
the independence of an original nature, though it may be 
added that Miss Martineau attached far too much import- 
ance to her action in the matter. In the same letter she 
remarks that Dickens, in his American Notes, makes a 
mistake in charging the Yankees with a lack of humour 
which is a feature of their domestic life — ^far more so 
than of ours. 

Her illness had drawn on her in 1843 the delicious con- 
dolences of many pious church people who, like the Bishop 
of Norwich, wished to be by her sofa and mark how the 
distinguished dissenter could face unperturbed her ominous 
prospects in this world and the next ! In a letter in 
January 1843, she bears feeling and touching testimony 
to the deep and cheering sympathy of Richard Moncton 
Milnes, and confides the project of her Autobiography. 

In a letter of 23rd April 1844, of poUtical prognostica- 
tion on the Com Laws, she declares that though the 
English people are anti-republican in spirit, the Chartists 
themselves being undemocratic, the worst omen to her is 
that the monarchy is a fraud and the poor httle infant on 
the English throne is a queen only in name. Macaulay 
comes in for a wigging three months later : — ^Uke many 
philanthropists' children he lacks heart, and this im- 
soundness of nature shows itself in the turpitude of his 
election address ! 

Three months later Miss Martineau gives Fox a long 
account of her beneficial experiences of mesmerism. Her 
Letters on Mesmerism, about this period republished from 
The AthencBum, excited the wrath and contempt of the 
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medical profession. We should probably now say the 
patient underwent a faith cure, and only censure the 
doctors who accused her mesmerists of charlatanism. 
Anyway, after a short course of mesmerism, Miss 
Martineau tells Fox how she threw physic to the dogs, and 
shed her bodily pangs and pains one by one. It was not 
however till about thirty years after Braid's first investiga- 
tions into hypnotism in 1841 that Miss Martineau's ex- 
periences were explicable to science, though her visions, and 
her unwavering belief in their spiritual import, as shown by 
her letters of June to November 1844, are strange enough. 
Miss Martineau's happy experience was however not 
shared by Florance Fox, the deaf and dumb son, '* a very 
active and intelligent young man,'* who naturally derived 
no benefit from a course of mesmerism. Miss Martineau 
speaks with a considerable degree of awe of her own utter- 
ances, when thrown into a trance, which were it seems of a 
lofty and sublime nature, too lofty to be communicated 
even to Fox's ears. Her own cure was so complete that 
having taken to her old habit of riding, in Jime at 
Ambleside, her male friends had to beg for mercy on the 
moimtain roads, her speed outdistancing her speech. 
She passed long solitary da}^ in ranging the hills like a 
mountain goat, and we have glimpses of her trolling for 
pike in the mountain lakes. 

On 31st December 1845 she compliments Fox on his 
famous speech at G)vent Garden Theatre for the League, 
and says that the people in her valley — a remarkably 
wise set— declare it is the best speech ever heard of ! 
She owns that she is not herself as impartial historian of 
the period, and finds herself swept away by her feelings. 
Mrs Gaskell is called an excellent woman in a letter of 
2nd August 1846, and there is an allusion to Eliza's 
acquaintance with her. The death of Miss Flower is 
referred to in a note of June 1847, on Miss Martineau's 
return from Egypt, and in May of the following year we 
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have a jubilant account of the influence of ber vofanne. 
Eastern Life, Ibraham Pasha having sent to Binningham 
to buy plate-glass windows for his palaces, in conse- 
quence of Harriet Martineau's propaganda. 

In a letter of i8th July 1849 ^^ ^^^ ^^ uns3mipathetk: 
English view of O'Connell, and of his maleficent effect on 
Irish politics : Forster is rapped over the knuckles for 
lack of principle, and for his distrustful attitade towards 
women : the Arnolds, the Froudes and F. Newman's 
religious controversies in their private circle, are described. 
Fox's speeches in the Commons are conmiended, and the 
Whig wickedness of the Ministry, and the cowardliness of 
the nation in putting up with Lord John Russell aU receive 
their deserts. In February 1853 we have a very entertain- 
ing and interesting account of Harriet's Lectures to the 
working people of Ambleside, their ignorance of English 
history, and their absorption in the subject treated, also 
a reference to her campaign against the people's bad 
housing and rack-renting, and the sad effect on their 
morals. She, so she fears, is the happiest spinster in 
England ! This remarkable woman writes in May 1855 to 
Eliza Fox to say that she has cut down the old Finden en- 
graving of Harriet Martineau by simply reducing the 
enormous sleeves, formerly fashionable ! Eliza Fox had 
painted a portrait of Miss Martineau which was not how- 
ever utilised. In January 1856 she signs the petition for 
a Married Women's Property Bill, remarking wittily that 
there is joy in the spectacle of all sorts and conditions 
of men trying to explain their attitude towards wife beat- 
ing ! She is suffering from her heart and from the decline 
of her powers, and is only living by the assistance of wine, 
laudanum and ether (not of mesmerism) ; but none the 
less Miss Martineau was to live twenty more years. In 
December 1857 ^^^ mind and conscience are troubled by 
the question of the government of India, as well they might 
be, and she begs Fox to give her his ideas so that she may 
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issue a pamphlet before Parliament meets. The British 
public's ignorance of Indian affairs, in August 1857, ^^e 
had found no less astonishing than we may find it sixty 
years later. This lengthy correspondence of nearly thir^ 
years closes abruptly with the letter of i8th December 
1857, due apparently to an action on Miss Martineau's own 
part which her brother, Dr James Martineau, explains in a 
letter, dated 13th January 1876, to Mrs Bridell Fox. His 
sister, he says, about twenty-five years back required from 
all her friends the destruction of her correspondence with 
them, and, on his own refusal to comply with her request^ 
offered him the choice of keeping the old letters or receiv- 
ing new. He chose the former, and she kept her word by 
never writing to him again. Dr Martineau adds that it is 
a rehef to him to find that his sister's letters to Fox are still 
in existence, as everybody else had, apparently, met her 
wishes. And there is not a line to show that Miss 
Martineau ever broke her self-imposed silence, even on 
Fox's death. 

In the autumn of 1858 Miss Fox went to Rome on a stay 
of some months, where she met her future husband, Mr 
Frederick Lee Bridell, an artist of decided gifts. Mr 
Bridell, who was bom in Southampton of " respectable 
but not wealthy " parents, as a contemporary memoir 
puts it, had studied abroad, chiefly in Germany, and his 
notebooks of travel testify that he was completely ab- 
sorbed by his art of poetic landscape. " Simrises and sun- 
sets, twiUghts and moonUghts, the shifting aspects of the 
clouds, the trailing vapours of lake and moimtain : the 
Coliseum at Rome by MoonUght ; The Temple of Vesta, 
TivoU ; the Villa D'Este, near Rome " : these favourite 
subjects of the painter, painted in the grand manner which 
placed " the grand panorama of plain, forest, lake, moun- 
tain, and sky vividly before you," as a critic in The Art 
Journal for January 1864 states, found a gracious patron 
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in Mr Wolff of Southampton, and later, much ^icooiage- 
ment and appreciation from (Sir) Theodore Martin and 
(Sir) Frederick Burton. Although the marriage was in 
every respect a happy one, Mr Bridell's health, which had 
alwa3^ been delicate, caused his wife cruel anxiety, and the 
consumption of which he died in August 1863 no doubt 
was already firmly estabhshed before his marriage, in 
February 1859. 

In Chapters IV. and VI. Dr Gamett has touched upcm 
the friendly relations existing between the youthful 
Browning and Fox and Miss Flower. It does not, however, 
appear that these relations were more than of an intermit- 
tent nature. The present writer has been unable to dis- 
cover evidence of any close intimacy between the two 
families (1845-1860), though the following letters from R. 
and E. B. Browning to Fox and his daughter are full of the 
most grateful recognition of " old bonds." 



New Cross, Hatcham, Surrey, 
Nov. 6 [1845]. 

My dear Sir, — ^Last year, I had a note from you, in which 
with other kind expressions, you gave me your address and 
an invitation to call there. I went abroad soon after, and 
after my return, have only been waiting such an opportunity 
as the sending another of my pamphlets to assure you (very 
unnecessarily I hope) that I shall have all my old pride and 
pleasure in availing myself of a privilege should you still be 
disposed to concede it. Ever yours very faithfully and 
affectionately, R. Browning. 

On i6th July 1852 Fox, in a letter to his daughter, gives 
an interesting glimpse of the Brownings, then on a visit to 
England : — 

"... I had a charming hour with the Brownings yester- 
day ; more fascinated with her — more than ever. She 
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talked lots of George Sand and so beautifully. Moreover she 
silver-electro-typed Louis Napoleon ! ! They are lodging at 
58 Welbeck Street ; the house has a queer name on the door 
and belongs to some Belgian family. They came in late one 
night and R. B. says that in the morning twilight he saw three 
portraits on the bedroom wall, and speculated what they 
might be — light gradually showed the first : Beatrice Cenci ! 
" Good," said he ; " in a Poetic region." More light : the 
2nd — ^Lord Byron ! who can the 3rd be ? and what think you 
it was but your sketch of me — ^He made quite a poem and a 
picture of the affair. 

She seems much better ; did not put her hand before her 
mouth, which I took as a compliment ; and the young 
Florentine was gracious. 

And, again on 26th of July 185a, Fox writes to his 
daughter, then in Paris : — 

The Brownings are a great relief to me. They came in on 
Sunday evening for an hour, and I took tea with them last 
night, Gibson the sculptor being there. He is quite, not for 
painting, but for tinting statues, so as to take off the cold, 
glittering white of the Marble, and talked with much en- 
thusiasm of some sculptor in Paris who is producing from the 
description in Pausanias, the Ivory and Gold statue of Minerva 
by Phidias. 

The chief talk however was of Rosa Bonheur. She has been 
in London and turned all the world's head. The Daily Papers 
write leading articles about her. An Artist Conversazione 
was got up for her reception. Landseer exchanges paintings 
with her. She is the Lover of animals as he is their Critic. 
Browning says her ateUer is like a select menagerie. . . . Their 
boy is grown a perfect little seraph. I have never seen any 
six-year-old in my whole life to come near him for beauty. 

It was, no doubt, on the occasion of the Brownings 
leaving England some months later that the following 
joint letter was sent by them to Fox, a copy of which is 
marked by Mrs Bridell Fox, " postmark illegible, perhaps 

1853." 
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II 

Dear Mr Fox, — ^I hate leaving England without going to 
see you. You have been very kind and even if you had not, 
I should have had reasons of my own for wishing to hear yoa 
talk. The weather has taken me in chains. I have been so 
unwell as to be a prisoner to the house, and now I am giving 
ransom for more liberty by going to the South. 

Good-bye, give my warm regards to Kiss Fox and set me 
down as a true part of my husband in being gratefully yours, 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning. 

Dear Mr Fox, — ^You stopped our mouths (literaUy) with 
great ripe peaches a long while ago, and have got the effect of 
it — ^we never even thanked you ! But we did mean 
better things indeed, and indeed ! my wife would not let me 
go by myself — ^then came the cold weather between her and 
her grateful intentions — and the last of all is a chaos of wony 
and work out of which if we get, to-morrow we shall leave for 
Paris — and thence to Rome as early as we may. 

Will you believe the plain truth that it has rejoiced me mott 
than I can say to re-knit the old bonds to you I was ever so 
proud to wear. And my wife is rejoiced to know yon on 
other accounts besides mine. You must take both our loves 
in a very warm and hearty way ; giving Miss Fox the like and 
count us ever for yours most affectionately and gratefully, 

Robert Browning. 

The next letter is also not dated, but the postmark is 
apparently 17th October 1853. 



Ill 

Tuesday night. 

My dear Mr Fox, — ^Hour by hour I meant — ^was sure I 
thought, to call on you for five minutes, and thank you though 
never so poorly, for all your goodness to me and mine — but 
the dreadful last day has come out with all its peculiarities I 
We go to Paris to-morrow and shall return in some six months, 
it is hoped, readier to pay all debts — though not much abler 
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probably. But thank you, thank you for it all, criticism and 
sympathy and such a beautiful drawing book for Penini 
moreover ! He thanks you too — ^and so does my wife — ^who 
will take proper care of the drawing. 

Both of us hope we shall stay in your kind thoughts, dear 
Mr Fox — ^with all loving regards to " Tottie '* we are, both of 
us, yours very gratefully and affectionately, 

E. B. B. & R. Browning. 

My sister preceded us, some days ago, in a hurry — I may 
safely associate her feeling with ours however. 



IV 

Rome, 
Dec. 1853. 

My dear Miss Fox, — ^Your letter followed me from Florence 
to Rome where we have follen upon evil days . . . terrible 
disparities between the pleasure we had in coming and the 
affliction to which we came . . . the child of the friends who 
welcomed us dying only a few hours after our arrival, and 
their remaining little girl lying in great danger from the same 
fever. She is better — ^but our first day in Rome having been 
spent by a death-bed, you may suppose what a great black 
slur has crossed out the heroic recollections and how hard it 
is to take this for Rome really. Even now I fed as if I could 
be patient imder Niebuhr (which is saying much) for the clearest 
thing I can see anywhere here is the one poor little grave. 

Pleasant in spite of all was the coming of your letter. Will 
you tell your friend that her music and her intentions alike do 
me honor, and that I am cordially grateful to her. We think 
the music beautiful and expressive — ^and I should be proud 
after what you have told me of the composer, to be associated 
with a woman so noble, even if her work were less excellent. 
Will you say this to her, dear Miss Fox ? 

Then let me thank you for your own kind words to me — 
the chords too at the end were tuneful. But you can't be in 
earnest in talking of yourself as a stranger to me, though, 
through a vexatious crossing of circumstances, I did see too 
little of you when we were in London. Surdy we are poUnUal 
friends after all ! Do you not grasp how often and horn over 
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and over my husband has told me of your father's kindness, 
sjnnpathy and help, and that these from the beginning of 
Robert's career upwards had been most precious and avaOing 
to him ? Assure Mr Fox that there are two now to remember 
this for ever, even if you and he should forget it, which I hope 
you will not, after all. 

Our child (thank you for asking about him) is radiant with 
health and spirits. He was talking the other day of that 
famous basket of peaches memorable among his most brilliant 
reminiscences. 

Suffer me to remain with Robert's very best regards, yours 
affectionately, Elizabeth Barrett Browning. 

The next joint letter from the Brownings (of which 
R. B.'s portion has been reprinted by Mrs Sutherland On 
in the " Life ") looks like a belated answer to some letter of 
congratulation from Fox on Aurora Leigh, which was 
published in 1857, the year in which the account of the 
Brownings' doings is here given us : — 



V 

Casa Gthdi, 
Jany. lyth, 1858. 

My dear Mr Fox, — ^Do you think me really ungrateful or 
only stupid, for not having thanked you more inmiediatdy 

for the kindness of your letter ? If either, I am ungrateful : 
since I did understand the worth of the kindness, the value of 
the crown it gave me : — only I do hope to escape the imputa- 
tion of such an alternative ; I do hope you will believe that I 
felt the k,ndness at least as much as I knew the worth of 
praise — ^yes indeed — ^After all, there may be good reasons 
for silence. Shall I confess to you that I was sad and humble 
as I read your letter ? One wishes sometimes to have done 
better, when praised over generously for well-doing : and then, 
this has been a heavy year to me, and every light-springing 
thought in it has run the risk of being beaten down by others 
not light, and somewhat bitter, — ^which does not make me less 
grateful to you but more. Also what you wrote gave pleasure 
unclouded to my husband (as you who knowhim must know) 
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and then I had it over again, from his heart and eyes, thanking 
you all the time in my own. Indeed it was a pleasant surprise, 
that letter of yours, and it touched us to the quick, both of us, 
to observe by the date, that you had written on the very day 
of your election, not too full of triiunph to forget your old 
tnHier of holding out a hand to those who climb. 

By the way, Robert always talks of you, you know, as " his 
father in poetry." 

Think how pleasant it must be, that he and I should have to 
look the same way ! I, not only (now) on his account. Nor 
he, only, on his own. 

Here is a new year which we load with good wishes for you 
and yours. Is Miss Fox with you ? If so, she will accept our 
cordial regards. 

We spent the summer at the Baths of Lucca, among the 
Apennines and the Chestnut forests, where Robert ran some 
frightful risks : such as the falling of his horse down a precipice 
of sixty feet, he throwing himself off just in time to escape the 
descent. — Then our child caught a gastric fever and frightened 
me more than I like to remember now. 

Afterwards we were very near going to Egypt and the 
Holy Land, and should have gone if it had not been for my 
nerves, a little shaken about Penini. 

He looks however rather rosier and better than before his 
fever, and his curls are as bright as they used to be. — ^He plays 
the piano, and reads German and French, besides of coiuse 
Italian and English, and we don't overwork him, — ^you may 
trust us for that. 

I should like to hear your private thoughts about India. 
There seems to me a quantity of ferocious Sepoyism in the 
English newspapers, and I have a good deal of scepticism 
about our rights in Dude and our aims generally in India, 
where we would " make the two ends meet " : of filling our 
pockets, and converting to Xtianity by the point of the 
bayonet. 

There has been here lately, performing at the theatres, a 
glorious Neapolitan Improvisatrice, Gianina Milli ; and the 
Italians said that she paid a visit to the '' English Imi)ro- 
visatrice " ; meaning me. The word " poet," like the thing, 
seems to be dying out in our poor Italy ! Only we don't 
deserve all that Ruskin says of us, after all. She (La Milli) 
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is very striking, full of eloquence in conversation, and with a 
voice like a musical instrument so sweet and vibrating. Witii 
eyes, too, let me tell you. Robert and I tried to persoade her 
to go to England, and it's a pity she will not. 

Dear Mr Fox, I dp hope you are well and in spirits. — ^How 
we should like it if you wrote to us sometimes, — bat this is not 
asking, — ^I do not dare ! I shall leave a space for Robert, 
that you may be paid for having to read all this, — affectionate^ 
yours, Elizabeth Barrett Browndtg. 



" A space for Robert " — ^who has taken a breathing space- 
hardly more than enough — ^to recover from his delight ; if be 
won't say surprise, at your letter, dear Mr Fox. But it is aD 
right and like you — ^I wish from my heart we could get dose 
together again as in those old days, and what times we would 
have here in Italy ! The realisation of the children's prayer 
of angels at the comer of your bed {i.e. sofa). " One to read 
and one (my wife) to write, and one to guard you through the 
night' of lodging-keepers' extortions, abominable charges for 
firing, etc., and so on. (Observe, to call oneself an ** angd in 
the land " is rather hiunble, where they are apt to be painted 
as plumed cut-throats ; or celestial police. You may say of 
Gabriel at his best and blithesomest ** shouldn't admire 
meeting him in a dark land ! ") I say this foolishly just 
because I won't trust myself to be earnest about it. I would, 
you know, always would choose you out of the whole EngUsh 
world to judge and correct what I write myself — my wife shall 
read this and let it stand if I have told her so these twelve years 
— ^and certainly I have not grown intellectually an inch over 
the good and kind hand you extended over my head how many 
years ago ! Now it goes over my wife's too. How was it 
*' Tottie " never came here as she promised ? is it to be some 
other time ? Do think of Florence if ever you feel chilly, and 
hear quantities about the Princess Royal's marriage, and want 
a change. I hate the thought of leaving Italy for one day 
more than I can help, and satisfy my English predilections by 
newspapers and a book or two — one gets nothing of that kind 
here, but the stuff out of which books grow — ^it lies about one's 
feet indeed. Yet for me there would be one book better than 
any now to be got here or elsewhere, and all out of a great 



THE LIFE OF W. J. FOX 319 

English heart and head — ^those Memoirs you engaged to give 
us. Will you give us them ? 

Good-bye now — ^if ever the whim strikes you to " make 
beggars happy," remember me. Love to Tottie, and love and 
gratitude to you dear Mr Fox. 

From yours ever very affectionately, 

Robert Browning. 



VI 

Casa Guidi, Florence, 
June 6, 1859. 

My dear Mr Fox, — ^I can't help writing to you to thank 
you for my husband and myself and for Italy, in sending you 
this Italian report of your speech on the Italian question. 

One generous voice raised, and that such a thrilling voice 
as yours, is a thing indeed to thank God for, after all the 
disappointment and let me add the humiliation we suffer here 
as to the words and acts of England. Miss Hayes assured me 
that I was under a mistake in supposing there was no sympathy 
for the Italians among you. Mr Jameson writes to me that 
the Austrian feeling is confined to a " clique." But I answer — 
if this is so, why do you suffer a clique to represent you ? 
Why does a clique write to your newspapers, preside over 
your elections, speak in yotir parliament, make your govern- 
ment . . . and, what is worse still, inspire your poets^? Why 
you extreme liberals, you men of the people even, have all 
spoken in the sense of the *' clique." How are we to know 
what is behind it — bow ? And how do you suppose these 
things are understood by the Italians — ^how ? Do you expect 
them to believe with their intelligence that Louis Napoleon 
who was good enough to help England in the Crimea (and had 
an ovation among you afterwards) and good enough to help 
you again in China, is not good enough to help them, who find 
no other helper ? If you have suspicions of France, have 
you no certainties about Austria ? When a man leaps into 
the Thames to save a drowning child, is it your charitable 
custom to help him with stones from the bridge because he 
owes you a grudge you fancy and may come to fists with you 
next Tuesday ? Is it charitable that the child is to be let 
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drown for that ? Is it not rather cruel and pusiUaminoas and 
ignoble, I will add, to the last degree ? 

Yes, I am sure you feel it is so. But the worst is that the 
Italians feel it and that other foreign nations are aware of it 
and that the shame of it is on us all openly. Such men as 
Massimo d'Azeglio, moderate, wise, attached to En^^ish 
institutions and the English name, pass awful judgments upon 
us — ^I have seen such in his handwriting. Intellectual men 
here, whom I have known as distinguished for anglo-mania, 
as it is called, and high-Gallican tendencies, turn their faces 
away hrom us in sadness and anger together. Robert, on our 
first arrival from Rome, met Busacea the present minister of 
finance, walking in the street, with a book tmder his arm and 
no gloves, Robert stopped to congratulate him on the prospects 
of Italy. " Ah, but," said the minister, '* England has done 
ill." The grief seemed as near to him as the joy. He had 
always loved England. 

Also, nearly all the English abroad have conducted 'them- 
selves in the sense of Mrs Jameson's ** clique " at home. 
Mr Scarlett has identified himself with the Grand Ducal 
Party, that is to say with the employ^. The insult to 
the Italian flag at Leghorn (which was keenly felt) has 
been reproduced by individuals in their small miserable 
degree. Think of " Success to Austria " being drunk in a 
circle of English gentlemen — our informant being the only one 
who refused it, here in Florence. Theodosia Trollope (who 
wrote an article in the AthetuBum) said to me yesterday with 
emotion that she was *' ashamed of speaking the English tongue 
in these streets." 

Moreover there are dreadful rumours that the end will be 
your taking part in the war in the Austrian sense — ^people who 
are national can't understand a '* neutrality " expressed by a 
general arming and sending out a fleet into the Adriatic, but 
we ourselves heard the other day from a Uberal and well- 
informed quarter that in the case of Germany taking part 
with Austria, and of Russia therefore coming down on Germany 
according to her promise . . . (that is of Russia helping 
France and Piedmont to withstand the onslaught of above 
1,000,000 armed men, flagitiously armed against the rights of 
humanity) England " must go in to the war against Russia." 
That is under certain expected circumstances England must 
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commit a crime ! And this is the position into which the small 
jealousies of the nation has drawn it. This is the possibility — 
open to us at last after all our prate about " Freedom and 
Duty " and moraUty in general. 

There is a beginning of talk among the Americans that in 
the case of such a compUcation as the struggle would plainly 
be between the principles of progress and national justice and 
their opposites, America must, with whatever sorrow, go in 
against England. 

Meanwhile your statesmen keep meddling here and there in 
Italy . . . now at Naples, now in Tuscany . . . just as 
though they had a right to meddle, and as if a finger's touch 
might not precipitate you into war. As to Louis Napoleon, 
he is as he always has been the representative of a democracy — 
and he never could have stood a moment except upon that 
grotmd. He goes where he must go. He comprehends the 
age and passes on with it, by means of the people and for the 
people. What you have called '* despotism " in England, has 
been simply " delegated power " for the temporary use of 
those who delegated it. A great man in the highest sense, I 
think — ^but his acts will speak for him presently — and such as 
look for a repetition of the mistakes of the First Empire 
signally mistake both the man and the times. It is con- 
sidered that your poUtidans in England do not imderstand 
the times and the necessities of dvUisation and progress. I 
heard Massimo d'Azeglio say so. In fact, as an apostle said 
long since " You make the word of God (i.e. the justice and 
truth of God) of none effect by your iradMons " ! ! 

Forgive all this insolence, dear Mr Fox, from a woman " who 
should not speak in the churches," much less amoxig the 
politicians, do you think ? But I want to make you feel what is 
felt here, and how keenly it is felt here, and now there is a call 
upon your great heart and eloquent voice, for England's 
honour's sake, still more for the sake of Italy's safety. As to 
Italy we have no fears. Never was there a greater contrast 
between the Italians of forty-eight and the Italians of fifty- 
nine. They have learned by the sufferings of ten years, 
unanimity, self-restraint, calm, they have attained to con- 
viction and faith. Nothing can be finer than the attitude of 
the people. What has been done here was done with dignity 
and quiet, and is supported with constancy and courage. Such 
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as cannot go to fight give of their substance, or of their dxfs 
labour — most affecting it is to see the account of half-pauk 
flowing in from the hands of the poor. You may believe in the 
story of the bombardment, also you may believe in a letter 
found with other correspondence in the hands of a woman, a 
legatee of Radetski . . . found by Cavour and commum- 
cated to the Government ... a letter imder the hand of a 
Grand Duke to this effect. . . . '" I send you the hottest heads 
of my subjects. Do me the favour to shoot them ! " 

The rapture of gratitude with which the French intervention 
has been received, you can but faintly conceive of. Some 
French soldiers told us (when we went down to gossip in the 
camp at the Cascione the other day) that at Pisa especially the 
enthusiasm was quite moving, " feast," said they " as well as 
acclamations " and they were particularly charmed with one 
Italian girl who came to give them a cigar or two each, saying 
" Mes chers amis, je suis heureux de vous voir id." They 
repeated " mes chers amis " as if it were something particular^ 
precious to them. 

The Victoria medal was on the breast of one of these soldiers, 
and he said *' many of us have it and I assure you we all wear 
it with great pleasure." Robert complimented him upon the 
chivalrous deed they had come to do in Italy. He answered, 
" Certainly we shall get nothing by it — ^We shall go away 
without a recompence — ^that is " added he modestly, ** such 
of us are not killed." This soldier when we parted kissed 
Penini with effusion and little Pen, who is very jealous for his 
Italy, kept saying long afterwards " How very happy I do feel ! 
How very kind it was of him to kiss me ! " 

Dear Mr Fox, forgive all these wanderings. Give my love 
to your daughter, whose long continued anxiety about her 
husband I grieve to imderstand. May better accounts reach 
us soon. I don't think Rome agreed with him physically as 
well as it did aesthetically, and the English bracing air will 
give a better chance to his convalescence than he could get out 
of Italy. We arrived, about a week ago, by the Siena road. 
The country was quiet and solitary. We had letters from 
Rome yesterday describing a continuance of the state of 
feelings we left there and is identical with the feeling through 
the peninsula. A great irritation everywhere at the bearing 
of England. 
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Perhaps my husband will|put in a word, only where's the 
room ? Yes — reproach me — for surely he is better worth 
hearing. We are however of the same mind on this question. 

Thank Miss Hayes, giving her my love, for her welcome letter. 

Beheve me, dear Mr Fox, affectionately and gratefully yours, 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning. 

I put in a whole heart full of thanks, dear Mr Fox, and am 
not troubled to find the phrase that justifies them. " You have 
done just like yourself," and what a comfort it has been to 
see ** a word in season, how good it is." You will take ad- 
vantage of every opportunity, won't you ? Kind regards to 
Tottie, and best wishes to her husband. With all the old 
gratitude and loyalty to yourself from R. Browning. 

A letter of 5th April 1859 from Robert Browning, at 
Rome, introducing his friend Cartwright who has written 
" some articles in The Westminster, The Times and other 
publications, " who is " anxious to profit by the circum- 
stance of this dissolution of Parliament to enter the new 
one, if that may be, on the Liberal side," is the last letter, 
apparently from the Brownings. Two letters from Robert 
Browning to Mrs Bridell-Fox dated respectively 21st July 
1866 and 27th July 1871, relative to the return of " scraps 
of letters and verse written by me when a boy," have been 
preserved and also a friendly letter from Mrs Barrett 
Browning on 6th March 1890, giving her husband's per- 
mission to publish the above correspondence. 



CHAPTER XIII 



LAST YEARS 



AFTER his return, in December 1852, a second 
time, as MP. for Oldham, Fox's victory was 
celebrated by his supporters, in three meetings 
in February 1853, ^-t which he was presented 
respectively with a signet-ring and crimson velvet puise 
containing 112 sovereigns (the nmnber of the majority 
by which he was returned) a silver inkstand and gold pen, 
and a silver medal. The inscriptions on two of these gifts 
—"Education the Birthrightof All" and "Free Trade and 
ReUgious Liberty," show the chief planks in his Radical 
platform. In his speeches on these occasions we find Fox 
predicting that " the time will come, and the time must 
come, when woman will be something more than a mere 
adjective to man in political matters. She will become a 
substantive also, and why not. ... In Lower Canada 
women vote for representatives. . . . However I speak 
not of such a thing as of immediate and pressing urgency 
in this country, but as that which I am not ashamed nor 
afraid to look forward to." 

The extension of the Franchise, co-operation among 
the working-classes, the repeal of the Paper Duty, the 
Ballot, of these measures Fox was a staunch advocate. 
The cause of internal Reform was however to be set back 
some years by the Crimean War, 1854-1856, the Indian 
Mutiny, 1857, ^he Volimteer Movement of 1859, ^uid the 
exciting spectacle abroad of the Italian War of Inde- 
pendence, and the American Civil War 1861. Although 



3«4 



THE LIFE OF W. J. FOX 325 

Fox delivered some interesting speeches in the House of 
G)mmons, notably on the Ten Hours' Bill of 1850, and, we 
are told, " soon gained general respect by his tact, dis- 
cretion and moderation," his " success was limited by his 
age and the didacticism acquired in the pulpit." After 
practically resigning his ministry in South Place Chapel in 
1850, where " the last discourses he deUvered were six in 
1852," his most important sphere of influencing the public 
mind was through the lengthy series of weekly letters 
to The Weekly Dispatch, signed " Publicola." Though 
printed as letters these contributions, which were 
handsomely paid for, were a popular feature of the paper, 
and Fox was given carte blanche to say whatever he liked 
on any subject he chose. The series of letters which 
appeared from 1846 to 1856 are practically a chronicle of 
Radical thought of the day, and as such would be well- 
worth reprinting if their dessicated journalistic style did 
not appear, now that the living interest in many of their 
subjects has evaporated, somewhat like hard ship's biscuit. 
It is however refreshing to see how Fox never hesitates, 
rarely compromises and never beats about the bush. 
Thus on the question of amending the Divorce Laws 
which it has long been plainly hinted by the highest legal 
authorities is advisable, Fox in 1858 says boldly : — 

In Prussia there is no dififtculty in obtaining divorce on the 
ground of incompatibility and without the filthy and immoral 
requisites demanded by English legislation . . . law may free 
from obligations which have come immoral ... in cases of 
collusion the parties sin for the very purpose of producing 
evidence. Let the law no longer require the adultery as 
essential, and there would be an end of the collusion and the 
adultery too. 

On Sabbatarian bigotry. Sanitary Reform, Bribery, 
Colonial Administration, the Procedure of the House of 
Conunons, the Drink Trafik, Army Reform, Prison Reform, 
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Cremation, the Rights of Asylum for Political Refugees, 
Woman's Property, etc.. Fox puts forward the plain 
common-sense arguments which were destined to prevail a 
generation or so later against the fossil prejudices and 
vested interests of the day. He is as consistent as he is 
clever in exposing the tactics of the EngUsh clergy and the 
Bishops in acting as a drag, in the case of every measure of 
social justice and mental emancipation. In matters of 
foreign poUcy his judgments are often shrewd, but his 
pohcy is always inspired by ardent sympathy with the 
European democracies. He championed the Crimean War 
on the groimd of " the popular abhorrence of the part 
which Russia took in putting down the Himgarians, and 
otherwise upholding the despotism of Austria. Hence our 
identification of the Czar with barbarism and despotism." 
In a striking article in December 1854 ^^ " Poland for the 
Poles " he says : 

We must require the immediate recognition of the Polish 
flag, as our pledge of the ultimate recognition of the Polish 
nation. Unless this be done now we may hereafter find that 
we have lavished oceans of blood and mountains of money only 
to leave the incarnate power of barbarism a Uttle feebler than 
it was and that only for a Uttle while. Poland is the real 
barrier of Europe. 

He attacked Cobden, Bright and Gibson for " makmg 
a pro-Russian Movement," and protested against the 
inefficiency of " those Government departments which 
we entrust exclusively to aristocracy." The Peace 
missionaries, in his view, were " actually serving the cause 
of Russia, the most military nation upon the earth, the 
most greedy of territorial aggrandisement, whether by 
fraud or force, and the most opposed in its policy to the 
spirit of civilisation and the prospect of human pro- 
gression." And he waxes indignantly sarcastic over the 
indifference of America to the European struggle: 
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" Manchester and America are in sympathy ; only as 
America has not gone to war she has no occasion to cry 
out for peace. She looks on and calculates . . . one 
grieves to see her become a mere huckster among nations." 
In defence of this warlike spirit of his old age (a not im- 
conmion phenomenon) Fox writes to G. J. Holyoake 
in September 1855 • 

I have long thrown overboard the argimient from New 
Testament precepts as such. ... I do not wish extracts from 
the Lecture on War to be put forward just now. . . . Taking 
all the reservations and exceptions into account, the change 
in my opinions is not very great. 

It is a pity that Tolstoy's sketches of War in Sebastopol, 
written in the same year, 1855, and not translated into 
English till more than thirty years afterwards, could not 
come in Fox's way, or he might have been less emphatic 
than he showed himself in his speech at Oldham, ist 
December 1855, when he declared " that the surest road 
to peace was the vigorous prosecution of the War. {Hear, 
hear and loud cheering)." The report in The Oldham 
Chronicle shows that Fox retained at the age of sixty-nine 
his intellectual powers unabated, and all his old art of 
rousing the enthusiasm of an audience by his oratorical 
skill. In spite of the cheers and general congratulations 
of his 2000 listeners Fox lost his seat at the general election 
in the spring of 1857, only to be returned again in October . 
of the same year, filling the vacancy caused by the death 
of the member, Mr Piatt. Fox's relations with the 
Oldham Reform Association appear to have been very 
cordial, and at a meeting in August 1858 when he was 
alluding to the strong feeling shown by the operatives 
against him in 1847-1852, a voice cried " they were led 
astray." While Oldham according to Mr Samuel Buckley 
" selected men distinguished solely by the inunense vigour 
and power of their intellects, although some of them had 
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amends for pastnegligencies, and adopt more sufficient measures 
for the salvation of the heathen. . . . The men of trade and 
commerce are another class who exult in the prospective trans- 
ference of the Government of India to the Crown. And why ? 
India can grow much more cotton than it does ; can clean it 
better, pack it neater, and (by railwaj^) convey it to the 
coast more expeditiously. Now Manchester desiderates an 
ampler supply of the raw material. . . . Moreover labour is 
dog cheap in India and land is dirt cheap. MiUs arise in 
imagination at the very idea ; the Indian factories are filled 
with hands ; and London and aristocracy hide their diminished 
heads. Well, all this is good, as far as it goes. The tendencies 
of conmierce are civilising, and favour freedom and religion. 
But they are not the paramount and sole ends of the govern- 
ment of natives. 

With strong prescience of coming events, and probably 
in receipt of private information from Mazzini and other 
refugees. Fox published a very powerful letter in The 
Weekly Despatch on 2nd August 1857, on "The 
Refugees " : 

Are we prepared to submit to the interference of France and 
Austria with our treatment of political refugees ? . . . . 
Napoleon may demand, Palmerston may grant, and we be 
never the wiser. The first intimation of any such understand- 
ing may be that the refugees find their movements watched, 
their correspondence intercepted, their schemes betrayed and 
even their persons deUvered up to sanguinary vengeance. 
Towards this we are progressing. 

Mr Fox denounced The Times as well he might, for its 
sycophantic tone towards the European Courts, and for 
branding such men as Mazzini as " assassins." ... " The 
Emperor of the French visits the Queen of the English 
this week at Osborne. His political right hand, Coimt 
Walewski, comes with him, and it is no secret that he 
and his minister intend a conference with Lord Palmerston. 
What and who will be the subject of that conference ? " 
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The sequel, as Fox declared it would be, was shown six 
months later in Palmerston's Conspiracy to Murder BUI, 
on which the Government was defeated and thrown out of 
office. Fox took part in the debate of 9th February, and 
made some excellent points : 

There were those who did not object to wade through 
slaughter to a throne — ^and it was in the conunon course of 
things that they should be hurled by slaughter from that 
throne. ... If England gave way, what could we expect 
Belgium to do ? What Switzerland, what Sardinia ? Why, 
one after another they might all show this subserviency ; there 
would not be a place on the soil of Europe where a political 
exile could set his foot. And we should have commenced the 
disgrace of setting an example to these weaker States. 

In November of the same year. Fox writes to his daughter 
news of the death of three old friends : 

The day you left came news of Miss Macready's death, poor 
good Aunty. Next day came news touching me far more 
nearly. Mrs Mill died on the 3rd at Avignon, I suppose on the 
way to Italy. She would not have objected to being buried 
there, in the ground which Petrarch has given a world-wide 
fame to ; and of which it might (if she remains) be said, ^^A 
greater than Laura is here." Then comes the 3rd., for I don't 
reckon honest old Robert Owen who intervened ; and that is 
very sad, Madme. Kinkel, nobody knows how, fell from a first 
floor window, and was taken up dead in the garden. I have 
not yet written or noticed, to any one of the survivors ; for the 
tidings came so rapidly Uke a succession of stunning blows on 
brain and heart, that I really could not. 

On 17th December : 

I am acting on Browning's opinion, and going through a 
regular course of Balzac, Mudie sending me 2vols, a week, imtil 
I get through all the works in his library. He has quite got 
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hold of me. Yet there are some plagiarisms as those wholesale 
from Tarn O'Shanter, which smack more of cleverness than 
insight. Still his insight is marvellous. 

And a month later : — 

December ^ist. 

What an immense array of Christmasses and New Years I 
look back upon. It is almost frightful. And in what a variety 
of connections and relations have they foimd and left me. It 
would be a Phantasmagoria of figures could I paint all the 
dinners and people. All the first batch was cleared off long ago 
— the second have almost all followed — ^and the succeeding set, 
if so it can be called, is very inferior to either. I am making 
up my accounts and I think it is time. I wish you less variety 
and more continuity. 

Again, in 28th January 1859 - 

The House begins next Thursday and I think I shall go and 
hear Granny Victoria read her speech this time. 

Oldham celebrated my birthday by a Public Dinner. I hold 
pretty well, I spoke shortly last night, but the fag tells upon me 
if it were the end of the Session. The Reform movement 
creates a world of Parliamentary correspondence. But I take 
my Balzac regularly and find it strengthening. 

April 1st. 

You may suppose I am in a state of thorough exhaustion. 
Last night (viz., this morning) finished our debate of seven 
nights with such a scene of excitement as is only witnessed in 
the House once in many years. Out of 654 members, 621 were 
present and voted. Ministers were beaten, on their sham 
Reform Bill, by 39 ; and to-day there is no House, their being 
considering whether to resign quickly or try a Dissolution first. 
I hope not the latter which woiQd be a trouble to me. However 
thank God I have lived to raise my voice in the Parliament of 
Britain for the Emancipation of the Working Gasses. 

Fox was informed by his election agent that his failure 
to visit his constituents would not materially' signify, and 
his doctor warned him that he could not take the journey 
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to Oldham without considerable risk. His health was 
breaking up, and his eyesight was failing and in May i860, 
we find him writing " if my present state of bad health 
continues I should not think of offering myself as Candidate 
for re-election." He held on to the seat however for two 
years more, resigning in April 1862, when he received " the 
great regrets of the Reformers of Oldham at the loss of 
their member." His connection with The Weekly Despatch 
terminated in March 1863, no doubt through his increasing 
infirmities, but ostensibly through a difference of opinion 
as to the attitude of England towards the American Civil 
War, Fox holding that if the South persisted in demanding 
separation, the North should concede it ; but that the 
recognition of Southern independence by England should 
be made contingent on the aboUtion of slavery. This 
letter, dictated, speaks of his great feebleness and the 
failure of his eyesight. The end came fifteen months later, 
on 3rd June 1864, when he died at his house in Sussex 
Place of inflammation of the bladder. The Memorial 
Service, 12th June, was held by Dr Moncure D. Conway 
at South Place Chapel, to the ministry of which the latter 
had just been appointed. 

Acommittee of Fox's friends, with Mr P. A. Taylor, M.P., 
as Chairman, subsequently raised a fimd for " a suitable 
Memorial to perpetuate " Fox's memory, and it was 
decided to publish an edition in twelve volumes of his 
Works — which was accordingly issued, 1865-1868. His 
wife, Mrs Eliza Fox, with whom he was formally reconciled, 
some years after Miss Flower's death, died on 21st April 
1869, and their children Florance and Franklin, " in 
accordance with her wish," published in the same year, a 
Memoir, consisting chiefly of Extracts from Fox's Letters 
and Journals, 1812-1821. The inscription placed on the 
memorial tablet in Brompton Cemetery was written by 
John Forster, whose original draft runs as follows : — 
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W. J. Fox. 

M. P. for Oldham. 

Bom March i, 1786. 

Died June 3, 1864. 

An eloquent orator, a fearless political writer, a delightful critic. 

Of Civil and Religious Liberty 

And All the Forms of Moral and Mental Progress, 

The Zealous and Untiring Advocate. 

First to introduce into the House of Commons 

A Bill for National Secular Education. 

He devoted himself unremittingly to the Advancement 

Of the Working Class from which he Sprang. 
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THE WORKS OF ANATOLE FRANCE 

MR. A. W. BTAN8, MRS. FARLIY, MR. LAFCADIO HIARN, 
MRS. W. S. JACKSON, MRS. JOHN LANI, MRS. NBWMARCH, 
MR. C. B. ROCHB, MISS WXNIFRID STKPHBNS| and MISS 
M. P. WILLCOCKS. 

f As Anatole Thibault, dit Anatole Fnuice, is to most 
English readers merely a name, it will be well to state that 
he was born in 1844 in the picturesque and inspiring 
surroundings of an old bookshop on the Quai Voltaire, 
Paris, kept by his fiither. Monsieur Thibault, an authority on 
eighteenth-century history, from whom the boy caught the 
passion for the principles of the Revolution, while from his 
mother he was learning to love the ascetic ideals jchronicled 
in the Lives of the Saints. He was schooled with the lovers 
of old books, missals and manuscripts ; he matriculated on the 
Quais with the old Jewish dealers of curios and ohjets JFart ; 
he graduated in the great university of life and experience. 
It will be recognised that all hn work is permeated by his 
youthfid impressions ; he is, in fiict, a virtuoso at large. 

f He has written about thirty volumes of fiction. His 
first novel was JOCASTA » THE FAMISHED CAT 
(1879). THE CRIME OF SYLVESTRE BONNARD 
appeared in 1881, and had the distinction of being crowned 
by the French Academy, into which he was received in 1896. 

f His work is illuminated with style, scholarship, and 
psychology ; but its outstanding features are the lambent wit, 
the gay mockery, the genial irony with which he touches every 
subject he treats. But the wit is never malicious, the mockery 
never derisive, the ironjr never barbed. To quote from his own 
GARDEN OF EPICURUS : <« Irony and Pit^are both of 
good counsel ; the first with her smiles makes life agreeable, 
the other sanctifies it to us with her tears. The Irony I 
invoke is no cruel deity. She mocks neither love nor 
beauty. She is eentle and kindly disposed. Her mirth 
disarms anger and it is she teaches us to laugh at rogues and 
fools whom but for her we might be so weak as to hate.** 

f Often he shows how divine hunumity triumphs over 
mere asceticism, and with enrire reverence; indeed, he 
might be described as an ascetic overflowing with humanity, 
just as he has been termed a *^ pagan, but a pagan 
constantly haunted hj the pre-occupation of Christ.** 
He is in turn — like his own Choulette in THE RED 
LILY— saintly and Rabelaistan, yet without incongruity. 
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WOI^KS UPON 3^AP0LE0N 
NAPOLEON dr-THE INVASION OF ENGLAND : 

The Story of the Great Terror, 1 797-1 805. By H. F. B. 
Wheeler and A. M. Broadley. With upwards of 100 Full- 
page Illustrations reproduced from Contemporary Portraits, Prints, 
etc. ; eight in Colour. Two Volumes. 32/. net. 

Outlo0k. — " The book it not merely one to be ordered from the Ulvanr ; it thoaM b« 
purchased, kept oo aa accessible shelf, and constantly studied by all Englishmen wh« 
love England. 

DUMOURIEZ AND THE DEFENCE OF 

ENGLAND AGAINST NAPOLEON. By J. Holland 
Rose, Litt.D. (Canub.), Author of "The Life of Napoleon," 
and A. M. Broadley, joint-author of " Napoleon and the Invasion 
of England." Illustrated with numerous Portraits, Maps, and 
Facsimiles. Demy 8?o. 21/. net. 

THE FALL OF NAPOLEON. By Oscar 

Browning,m.a., Author of "The Boyhood and Youth of Napoleon." 
With numerous Full-page Illustrations. Demy 8to (9 x 5f inches). 
12/. 6d, net. 

Sptctator.^*\ WitluMit doubt Mr. Oicar Browning hM produced a book which ahotUd hava 

its place in any library of Napoleonic literature." 
Truth.—** Mr. Oecar Browning has made not the least, but the moat of the romaotk 
\ material at his command for the story of the fall of the greatest figure in history.** 

THE BOYHOOD 6* YOUTH OF NAPOLEON, 

1 769-1 793. Some Chapters on the early life of Bonaparte. 
B*' Oscar Browning, m.a. With numerous Illustrations, Por- 
k ««ts, etc. Crown 8vo. 5/. net. 

Dm ty^ News.—** Mr. Browning has with patience, labour^ careful stud^, and excellent taate 
given us a very valuable work, which will add materially to the literature oo this most 
UMcinating of human personalities." 

THE LOVE AFFAIRS OF NAPOLEON. B7 

JosKPH Turquan. Translated from the French by James L. May. 
With 32 Full-page Illustrations. Demy 8vo (9x5^ inches). 
I IS, CJ, net. 
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THE DUKE OF REICHSTADT(NAPOLEON II.) 

By Edward de Wbrtheimer. Translated from the G^man. 
With Qumerous Illustrations. Demy Syo. 21/. net. (Second 
Edition.) 

Tim€S.—" A most careful and interesting work which jpreaents the first compfarr and 
authoritative account of the life of this unfi>rtanate Pnnoe.*' 



JVestminsttr Gasettt. — " This book, admirably produced, reinforced by many 

portraits, is a solid contribution to history and a mo nu m ent of patient, weU-appGed 
research." 

NAPOLEON'S CONQUEST OF PRUSSIA, 1806. 

By F. LoRAiNE Petre. With an Introduction by Field- 
Marshal Earl Roberts, V.C, K.G.y etc. With Maps, Battk 
Plans, Portraits, and i6 Full-page Illustrations. Demy 8to 
(9 X 5f inches). 12/. 6d, net. 

Scotsman. — " Neither too concise, nor too diffuse, the book is eminently rendaUe. It is t]» 
best work in English on a somewhat drcumacribed subject.** 

Outlook. — " Mr. Petre has visited the battlefields and read everything, and his monograph is 
a model of what military history, handled with enthusiasm and literary ability, can be;" 

NAPOLEON'S CAMPAIGN IN POLAND, 1806- 

1 807. A Military History of Napoleon's First War with Russia, 
verified from unpublished official documents. By F. Loraike 
Petre. With i6 Full-page Illustrations, Maps, and Plans. New 
Edition. Demy Svo (9 x 5 finches). I2J. 6d. net. 

Armv tutd Navy Chronicle. — "We welcome a second edition of this valuable woric . . . 
Mr. Loraine Petre is an authority on the wars of the great Napoleon, and has bcongfat 
the greatest care and energy into his studies of the subject." 

NAPOLEON AND THE ARCHDUKE 

CHARLES. A History of the Franco- Austrian Campaign in 
the Valley of the Danube in 1809. By F. Loraine Petre. 
With 8 Illustrations and 6 sheets of Maps and Plans. Demy Svo 
(9 X 5 J inches). 1 2/. dd, net. 

RALPH HEATHCOTE. Letters of a Diplomatist 

During the Time of Napoleon, Giving an Account of the Dispute 
between the Emperor and the Elector of Hesse. By Countess 
GuNTHER Groben. With Numerous Illustrations. Demy Svo 
(9 X 5f inches). \zs,6d, net. 

•»* Ralph Heaihcotey the son of an English father and an Alsatian mother^ was /(fr 
some time in the English diplomatic service as first secretary to Mr. Brook Taylor^ minister 
at the Court of Hesse , and on one occasion found himself very near to making history. 
Napoleon became persuaded that Taylor was implicated in a plot to procure his assassinm- 
tion, and insisted on his dismissal from the Hessian Court. As Taylor refused to be 
dis missed y the incident at one time seemed likely to result to the Elector in tho loss of his 
throne. Heathiote came into contact with a number of notable people, including the Miss 
Berrys, with whom he assures his mother he is not in love. On the wkolCf there is muck 
interesting material for lovers of old letters and journals. 



MEMOIRS, BIOGRAPHIES, Etc. 5 
MEMOIRS OF THE COUNT DE CARTRIE. 

A record of the extraordinary events in the life of a French 
Royalist during the war in La Vendee, and of his flight to South- 
ampton, where he followed the humble occupation of gardener. 
With an introduction by Fri&d£iuc Masson, Appendices and Notes 
by Pierre Am^d^e Pichot, and other hands, and numerous Illustra- 
tions, including a Photogravure Portrait of the Author. Demy 8vo. 
12/. 6d. net. 

Daily News.^" We baTe seldom met with a human document which has interested us so 
much.' 

THE JOURNAL OF JOHN MAYNE DURING 

A TOUR ON THE CONTINENT UPON ITS RE- 
OPENING AFTER THE FALL OF NAPOLEON, i8i4. 
Edited by his Grandson, John Mayne Colles. With i6 
Illustrations. Demy 8vo (9 x 5^ inches), i is, 6d. net. 

WOMEN OF THE SECOND EMPIRE. 

Chronicles of the Court of Napoleon III. By Fr^d^ric Lou£e. 
With an introduction by Richard Whiteing and 53 full-page 
Illustrations, 3 in Photogravure. Demy 8vo. 21/. net. 

Siandmrd.—**'h/i, Frtd^ric Lolite hat written a remarkable book, vivid and pitiless m its 
description of the intrigue and dar»i>devil spirit which floorished unchecked at the French 
Court. . . . Mr. Richard Whiteing's introduction is written with restraint and dignity.* 

LOUIS NAPOLEON AND THE GENESIS OF 

THE SECOND EMPIRE. By F. H. Cheetham. With 
Numerous Illustrations. Demy 8vo (9x5! inches). 16/. net. 

MEMOIRS OF MADEMOISELLE DES 

6CHER0LLES. Translated from the French by Marie 
Clothilde Balfour. With an Introduction by G. K. Fortescvb, 
Portraits, etc. 5/. net. 

Liv€rf00i Mtrcury, — *'. . . this absorbing book. . . . The work has a very decided 
hutorical value. The translation is excellent, and quite notable in the preserva tion of 
idiom." 

JANE AUSTEN'S SAILOR BROTHERS. Being 

the life and Adventiires of Sir Francis Austen, ccb.. Admiral of 
the Fleet, and Rear-Admiral Charles Austen. By J. H. and E. C. 
HuBBACK. With numerous Illustrations. Demy 8to. i a/. 64/. net. 

M^mmg Post,—", . . Blay be welcomed as an important addition to Austeniana . . .; 
it is besides valuable for its glimpses of life in the Navy, its illustrations of the feelinn 
and sentiments of naval officers during the period that preceded and that whicn 
followed the great battle of Just one century ago, the battle which woo so much but 
which cost us^-Nelsoo." 
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SOME WOMEN LOVING AND LUCKLESS. 

By Teodor de Wyzewa. Translated from the French by C. H. 
Jeffreson, m.a. With Numerous lUustrations. Demy 8to 
(9x5! inches). 7/. dd. net. 

POETRY AND PROGRESS IN RUSSIA. By 

Rosa Newmarch. With 6 full-page Portraits. Demy 8to. 
7/. 6d. net. 

SUmdmrd,—** Dbtiactly a book that should be read . . . pleasantly written and wefl 
informed." 

GIOVANNI BOCCACCIO : A BIOGRAPHICAL 

STUDY. By Edward Hutton. With a Photogravure Frontis- 
piece and numerous other Illustrations. Demy 8vo (9x5! 
inches). 16/. net. 

THE LIFE OF PETER ILICH TCHAIKOVSKY 

(i 840-1 893). By his Brother, MoDESTE Tchaikovsky. Edited 
and abridged from the Russian and German Editions by Rosa 
Newmarch. With Numerous Illustrations and Facsimiles and an 
Introduction by the Editor. Demy 8vo. 7/. 6d. net. Second 
edition. 

TJu Timts. — " A most illominating commentary on Tchaikovslcy's music.'* 

WerUL — '* One of the most fascinating seIf>revelations by an artist which has been giTeo to 

the world. The translation is excellent, and worth reading for its own sake." 
Conttm^rary Rtview. — " The book's appeal is, of conne, primarily to the moskr-loirer ; but 
there is so much of human and literary interest in it, such intimate revelatioo of a 
singularly interesting persooality, that many who have nerer come under the spdD of 
the Pathetic Symphony will be strongly attracted by what is virtually the q»ntual 
autobiograpky of its composer. High praise is due to the translator and editor for the 
literary skill with which she has prepared the English version of this fascinating work . . . 
There have been few collections of letters publbhed within recent years that give so 
vivid a portrait of the writer as that presented to us in these pages." 

COKE OF NORFOLK AND HIS FRIENDS: 

The Life of Thomas William Coke, First Earl of Leicester of 
the second creation, containing an account of his Ancestry, 
Surroundings, Public Services, and Private Friendships, and 
including many Unpublished Letters from Noted Men of his day, 
English and American. By A. M. W. Stirling. With 20 
Photogravure and upwards of 40 other Illustrations reproduced 
from Contemporary Portraits, Prints, etc. Demy 8vo. 2 vols. 
32/. net. 

The Titftei.—*' We thank Mr. Stirling for one of the most interesting memoirs of recent 

years." 
Daily TeU^aph, — " A very remarkable literary performance. Mrs. Stirling has achieved 

a resurrection. She has fashioned a picture of a dead and forgotten past and brought 

before our eyes with the vividness of oreathing existence the life of our English ancestors 

of the eighteenth century." 
Pall Mall Gazette.—** A work of no common interest ; in fact, a work which may almost be 

called unique." 
Evening Sttuidard,—** One of the most interesting biographies we have read for years." 
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THE LIFE OF SIR HALLIDAY MACART- 

NEYy K«C.M.G.y Commander of Li Hung Chang's trained 
force in the Taeping Rebellion, founder of the first Chinese 
Arsenaly Secretary to the first Chinese Embassy to Europe. 
Secretary and Councillor to the Chmese Legation in London for 
thirty years. By Demetrius C. Boulger, Author of the 
" History of China," the « Life of Gordon," etc. With lUus- 
trations. Demy 8to. Price zis. net. 

DM'fy Gra^Aic,—" It is safe to lay that few readers will be able to put down the book witk- 
oat feeling the better for having read it . . . not only foil of penonal interest, but 
tells OS much that we never knew before 00 some not unimportant details.** 

DEVONSHIRE CHARACTERS AND STRANGE 

EVENTS. By S. Baring-Gould, m.a.. Author of « Yorkshire 
Oddities," etc. With 58 Illustrations. Demy 8vo. 21/. net. 

Daify Nnus.—" A fascinating series . . . the whole book b rich in human interest. It is 
by personal touches, drawn from traditions and memories, that the dead men surrounded 
by the curious panoply of their time, are made to live again in Mr. Baring-Gould's pages.** 

CORNISH CHARACTERS AND STRANGE 

EVENTS. By S. Barino-Gould. Demy 8vo. us. net. 

THE HEART OF GAMBETTA. Translated 

from the French of Francis Laur by Violbtte Montagu. 
With an Introduction by John Macdonald, Portraits and other 
Illustrations. Demy 8vo. 7/. &/. net. 

Dmify TfUgrm^A.—" It is Gambetu pouring out his soul to Ldonie Leon, the strange, 
passionate, masterful demagogue, who wielded the most persuasive oratory of modem 
times, acknowledging his idol, his inspiration, his Egeria.** 

THE MEMOIRS OF ANN, LADY FANSHAWE. 

Written by Lady Fanshawe. With Extracts from the Correspon- 
dence of Sir Richard Fanshawe. Edited by H. C. Fanshawe. 
With 38 Full-page Illustrations, including four in Photogravure 
and one in Colour. Demy 8vo. 16/. net. 

*•* TAis £diii0m Jkms tetn printed dtrtet/mm tlu trigimml mumaucH^t in iJkg /^tteititm 
i/" ike Fmiukmw* Fmmify, m$$d Mr. H, C. Fmmskmme ctmiri^mies immun n t s m^Us wJUcA 
^frm M mmmimg e^mmettimry 0m tkg text, Mmmgf/kmmu picturea mre repr^dneed^ imelud' 
Uigp€umtimg» hy yelmafmeB mmd Vmn Dytk, 
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THE LIFE OF JOAN OF ARC. By Anatoli 

Framcb. a Trantlidon fay WmniD Stbphbhs. With 8 Ittos- 
tradoni. Demy 8?o (9 x 5f indbes)* t vols. Price 25/. neL 

THE DAUGHTER OF LOUIS XVI. Marie- 

Th^ise-Charlotte of Fimnoe^ l>Qclieaie D'AngonUme. By. 6. 
Lbnotre. ^th 15 FnU-pi^ Illttttnitioiis. Demy BwOm Price 

ID/. 6d. net. 

WITS, BEAUX, AND BEAXJTIES OF THE 

GEORGIAN ERA. By Johh Fttii, author of ** Some Famoiu 
Women of Wit tnd Beauty," ** Comedy Queens of the GtOKguat 
Era," etc With a PhotograTore Portrait and nomeroaa other 
niostrations. Demy Svo (9 x sf inchet). i2j;6d, net. 

LADIES FAIR AND FRAIL. Sketches of the 

Demi-monde daring Jthe Eighteenth Centmy. By Hokaci 
Blsacklbt, author of ^The Story of a Beaurifiil Duckeaa." 
With I Photograyure and 15 other Portraits reproduced firom 
contemporary sources. Demy Svo (9 x 5^ inches). la/. 6d» net. 

MADAME DE MAINTENON : Her Life and 

Times, 163 5-1 7 19. By C. C. Dyson. With i Photogravure 

Plate and 16 other Illustrations. Demy Svo (9 x 5} inches). 
12/. 6</. net. 

DR. JOHNSON AND MRS. THRALE. By 

A. M. Broadley. With an Introductory Chapter by Thomas 
Seccombe. With 24 Illustrations from rare originals^ including 
a reproduction in colours of the Fellowes Miniature of Mrs. 
Piozzi by Roche, and a Photogravure of Harding's sepia drawing 
of Dr. Johnson. Demy Svo (9 x 5f inches). 1 2/. 64/. net. 

THE DAYS OF THE DIRECTOIRE. By 

Alfred Alunson, M.A. With 4S Full-page Illustrations, 
including many illustrating the dress of the time. Demy Svo 
(9 ^ si inches). 16/. net. 
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HUBERT AND JOHN VAN EYCK : Their Life 

and Work. By W. H. James Weale. With 41 Photogravure 
and 95 Black and White Reproductions. Royal 4to. £$ 5/. net. 

Sir Maktin Conway's Notb. 
Nearly ha(/ a ctntufy Mas passtd timet Mr. IV. H. James IVeale, then resident at 
Brmgts, hegan that long series of patient investigations into the history of Netherlandish 
art which was destined to earn so rich a harvest. When he began worh Memlinc was 
still called Hemling, and was fabled to have arrived at Bruges as a wounded soldier. 
The van Eychs were little more than legendary heroes. Roger Van der Weyden was Uttte 
more than a name. Most of the other p-eat Netherlandish artists were either wholly 
^orgotten or named only in con$uction with peuntings with which they had nothing to do. 
Mr. IVeale discovered Gerard David, and disentangled his principal worhsfrom Mem- 
line' St with which they were then con/used. 

VINCENZO FOPPA OF BRESCIA, Founder of 

THE Lombard School, His Life and Work. By Constance 
JocELYN Ffoulkes and Monsignor Rodolfo Majocchi, d.d., 
Rector of the Collegio Borromeo, Pavia. Based on research in the 
Archives of Milan, Pavia, Brescia, and Genoa, and on the study 
of all his known works. With over 100 Illustrations, many in 
Photogravure, and 100 Documents. Royal 4to. £,1. 11/. dd. net. 

•»• No complete Life of VincenMO Foppa has ever been written : an omission which 
seems almost inexplicable it^jSpi tlay» ^/ over-prodnction in the matter of bio^ 
graphics of painters^ and ^Ktj^ -*jUing to the art of Italy. The object of the 
authors qf this booh ^^^uMgd to present a true picture of the master^ s life beued 
upon the testimony of recoMMn JteUian eur hives. The authors have unearthed a large 
amount of new material totting to Poppa^ one ^ the most interesting facts brought to 
light being that he lived for twenty-three years longer than was formerly supposed. The 
illustrations will include several pictures by Foppa hitherto unknown in the history ofewt, 

MEMOIRS OF THE DUKES OF URBINO. 

Illustrating the Arms, Art and Literature of Italy from 1440 to 
1630. By James Dennistoun of Dennistoun. A New Edition 
edited by Edward Hutton, with upwards of 100 Illustrations. 
Demy 8vo. 3 vols. 42/. net. 

*•* For many years this great booh has been out o, irint. although it still remains the 
chief authority upon the Duchy ^ Urbino from the oeginmng of the fifteenth century, 
Mr. Hutton has carefully edited the whole worh^ leaving the text substantiallf the same, 
but adding a large number of new notes, comments and references. Wherever possible 
the reader is directed to original sources. , Hvery sort of worh has been laid under 
contribution to illustrate the text, omd bibliographies have been supplied on many subjects. 
Besides these notes the booh etcquires a new value on account ^ t%e mass of illustrations 
which it now contains, thus euiding a pictorial comment to an historiceU atsd critieeU one. 

THE PHILOSOPHY OF LONG LIFE. B7 

Jean Finot. A Translation by Harry Roberts. Demy 8vo. 
(9x5! inches). 7/. 6^. net. 

*«* This is a translation of a booh which has attained to the position ^ a cleusic. It 
has alreeuly been translated into almost everylanptage, and has, in Frmnce, gone into /our- 
teen editions in the course of o few years. The book is an exhaustive one, and although 
based on science and philosophy it is in no sense abstruse or remote from genereU interest. 
It deals with life as embodied not only in man eutd in the animal and vegetable worlds, but 
in all that great world ^ {as the author holds) misnasned *' inanimate " nature as well. 
For M. Fit$ot argues that aU things hmoe life and consa'ousness, and that a solidarity 
exists which brings together eUl beings a$td so-called things. He sets himself to work to 
show that life, in its philosophic conception, is mn elemental force, and durable as nature 
heruif. 
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THE DIARY OF A LADY-IN-WAITING. By 

Lady Charlottb Bury. Being the Diary lUoatradfe of tbe 
Times of George the Fourth. Interspcned with origiiial Letters 
from the late Queen Caroline and from Tarioos other di stinguish ed 
persons. New edition. Edifiedt with an IntiDdnctiony by A. 
FaAnas Steuart. With numerous portraits* Two VoU. 
Demy 8yo. zis. net 

THE LAST JOURNALS OF HORACE WAI^ 

POLE. During the Reign of George III from 1 771 to 1783. 
With Notes by Dr. Doram. Edited with an Introduction bf 
A. Francis Steuart, and containing nomerous Portraits (a in 
Photogravure) reproduced from contemporary Pictozes^ Engnmngs, 
etc. 2 vols. Uniform with ** The Dury of a Lady^in-Waiung." 
Demy 8vo (9 x 5f inches), aj/* net. 

JUNIPER HALL: Rendezvous of certain illus- 

trious Personages during the French Revolution^ including Alex- 
ander lyAiblay and Fanny Bnrney. Compiled by Comsthici 
Hill. With numerous Illustrations by Ellsn G. Hiu, and rqiro- 
ductions from various Contemporary Portraits. Crown Svo. 5/. net. 

JANE AUSTEN : Her Homes and Her Friends. 

By Constance Hill. Numerous Illustrations by Ellim G. Hnxy 
together with Reproductions from Old PortraitSyCtc Cr.Svo. 5i;net. 

THE HOUSE IN ST. MARTIN'S STREET. 

Being Chronicles of the Burney Family. By Constance Hill, 
Author of " Jane Austen, Her Home, and Her Friends," ** Jumper 
Hall," etc. With numerous Illustrations by Ellen G. Hill, and 
reproductions of Contemporary Portraits, etc. Demy Svo. 2 is. net. 

story of the PRINCESS DES URSINS IN 

SPAIN (Camarera-Mayor). By Constance Hill. With 12 
Illustrations and a Photogravure Frontispiece. New Edition. 
Crown Svo. 5/. net. 

MARIA EDGEWORTH AND HER CIRCLE 

IN THE DAYS OF BONAPARTE AND BOURBON. 
By Constance Hill. Author of "Jane Austen: Her Homes 
and Her Friends," "Juniper Hall," "The House in St. Martin's 
Street," etc. With numerous Illustrations by Ellen G. Hill 
and Reproductions of Contemporary Portraits, etc Demy Svo 
(9x5^ inches). 21/. net. 
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NEW LETTERS OF THOMAS CARLYLE. 

Edited and Annotated by Alexander Carlyle, with Notes and 
an Introduction and numerous Illustrations. In Two Volumes. 
Demy 8?o. 25/. net. 

Pmll Mall Giuette.—** To the portnut ot the man, TLodlas, these letten do really add 

▼alae ; we can learn to respect and to like him the more for the genuine goodness of his 

personality." 
Littrary W^rlH,^^* It is then Carlyle, the nobly filial son, we see in these letters ; Carlyle. 

the generous and affectionate brother^ the loyal and warm-hearted firiend, . . . aad 

above all, Carlyle as the tender and faithful lover of his wife." 
Dmily TtUgraph.—^* The letters are characteristic enough of the Carlyle we know : very 

piauresque and entertaining, full of extravagant emphasis, written, as a role, at fisver 

Beat, eloquently rabid and emotional.' 

NEW LETTERS AND MEMORIALS OF JANE 

WELSH CARLYLE. A Collection of hitherto UnpubHshed 
Letters. Annotated by Thomas Carlyle, and Edited by 
Alexander Carlyle, with an Introduction by Sir James Crichton 
Browne, m.d., ll.d., f.r.s., numerous Illustrations drawn in Litho- 
graphy by T. R. Way, and Photogravure Portraits from hitherto 
unreproduced Originals. In Two Volumes. Demy 8to. 25/. net. 

Wutminsttr GmMttte.—** Few letters in the language have in such perfection the qualities 
which good letters should possess. Frank, gay, brilliant, indiscreet, immensely clever, 
whimsical, and audacious, they reveal a character which,^ with whatever alloy Gf human 
infirmity, must endear itself to any reader of understanding." 

ff^#nUl— "Throws a deal of new light on the domestic relations of the Sage of Chelsea. 
They also conuin the full text of Mrs. Carlyle's fascinating journal, and her own 
' humorous and quaintly candid ' narrative of hex first love>affair. ' 

THE LOVE LETTERS OF THOMAS CAR- 
LYLE AND JANE WELSH. Edited by Alexander Carlyle, 
Nephew of Thomas Carlyle, editor of "New Letters and 
Memorials of Jane Welsh Carlyle," ^ New Letters of Thomas 
Carlyle," etc. With 2 Portraits in colour and numerous other 
Illustrations. Demy 8vo (9 x 5^ inches). 2 vols. 25/. net. 

CARLYLE'S FIRST LOVE. Margaret Gordon— 

Lady Bannerman. An account of her Life, Ancestry and 
Homes ; her Family and Friends. By R. C. Archibald. With 
20 Portraits and Illustrations, including a Frontispiece in Colour. 
Demy 8vo (9 x 5} inches), i o/. 6ii. net 

EMILE ZOLA : Novelist and Reformer. An 

Account of his Life, Work, and Influence. By E. A. Vizetelly. 
With numerous Illustrations, Portraits, etc. Demy 8vo. 2 1/. net. 

M0miMg P^sL^" Mr. EriMst Vintelly has given ... a vary triM insight into the aims, 

duuactar, and life of the noreliit.'' 
AtJUmmmm.-'**. . . ExhansUve and interesting.** 
M.A,P,—*\ . . wiU stand as the classic biography of Zola.' 
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MEMOIRS OF THE MARTYR KING : beine a 

detailed record of the last two years of the Reign of His Most 
Sacred Majesty King Charles the First, 1646-1648-9. Com- 
piled by Allan Fea. With upwards of 100 Photogravure 
Portraits and other Illustrations, including relics. Royal 4to. 
105/. net. 

Mr. M. H. Spiblmann in The Acmdemy.—" The voliune U a triamph for the printer axkd 
publiiber, and a lolid contiibation to Carolinian literature." 

Pmli Mali Gtueitt. — " The present tompCuoas volume, a storehouse of eloquent awocSatiwM 
. . OMnes as near to outward perfection as anything we could desire." 

MEMOIRS OF A VANISHED GENERATION 

181 3-1 855. Edited by Mrs. Warrenne Blake. With numerous 
Illustrations. Demy 8vo. \6s, net. 

*«^ This work is e^m^Ud/rvm Marits and Utters datine jrem. tfu time of tJu Regtmcy 
i0 tA* middle ef the mtuteenth century. The vmlme 0/ the work lies in its naturmi un- 
e m b ell ished picture of the life of a cultured and weil-born family in a foreign e nviron ment 
at a period so close & our own that it is far less familiar than periods mucA more remote^ 
There is an atmosphere of J erne A usten s novels about the lives of Admiral Knox and his 
family t and a large nunuper of well-known conte mp ora r ies are introduced into 3frt, Blake* x 



CESAR FRANCK : A Study. Translated from the 

French of Vincent d'lndy, with an Introduction by Rosa New- 
march. Demy 8to. 7/. dd* net. 

%* There is nearer influence in modem music than that of Cfsar Franckf for many 
^»ears i^y$ored in every capacity save that of organist ofSaintC'Clotilde^ in Paris , but novo 
recognised as the legttimaie successor of Bach and Beethoven, His inspiration " rooted in 
lave and faith " has contributed in a remarhoAle degree to the regeneration of the musiceU 
art in France and elsewhere. The now famous ** Schola Cantorum" founded in Paris in 
1896, by A, Guilmantf Charles Bordes and Vincent dlndy^ is the direct outcome of his 
iuMuence. Among the artists who were in some sort his disciples were Paul DuJtas, 
Chetbrierf Gabriel Fauri and the great violinist Ysdye. His pupils include such gifted 
composers as Benott^ Augusta Holmis^ Chausson^ Ropartz^ and d Indy^ This book, 
written with the devotion of a disciple and the authority ^ a master^ leaves us tvith 
a vivid and touching impression of the saini-like composer tf ^" The Beatitudes,** 

FRENCH NOVELISTS OF TO-DAY : Maurice 

Barres, Ren^ Bazin, Paul Bourget, Pierre de Coulevain, Anatole 
France, Pierre Loti, Marcel Prevost, and Edouard Rod. Bio- 
graphical, Descriptive, and Critical. By Winifred Stephens. 
With Portraits and Bibliographies. Crown 8vo. 5/. net. 

*«* The writer^ who has lived much in France^ is thoroughly acquainted with French 
life and with the principal currents of French thought. The book is intended to be a 
guide to English readers desirous to keep in touch with the best present-day French 
fiction, special attention is gifcn to the ecclesiastical^ social^ and intellectual piroblems 
of contemporary France and their influence upon the works of French novelists of to-day, 

THE KING'S GENERAL IN THE WEST, 

being the Life of Sir Richard Granville, Baronet (1600— 1659). 
By Roger Granville, M.A., Sub-Dean of Exeter Cathedral. 
With Illustrations. Demy Svo. 10/. dd. net. 

Westminster Gasette.—*^ K distinctly interesting work; it will be highly appreciated by 
historical students as well as by ordinary readers." 
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THE SOUL OF A TURK. By Mrs. de Bunsen. 

With 8 Full-page Illustrations. Demy 8vo. lo/. 6d, net. 

%* Wg kgarp/MosUm '* ftmaiicUm " and CkrisHmn " su/erstition" butituttoi easy 
U find a bock which gotM to the heart 0/ the matter, ** The Saul of a Turk " is the 
outcome of several journeys in Asiatic and European Turkey , notably one tkroufh the 
Armenian protfinceSi down the Tigris on a raft to Baghdad and across the Syrian Desert 
to Damascus. Mrs. de Bunsen made a special study q/" the various forms of religion 
existing in those countries, Here^ side by side with the formed ceremonial of the villmgt 
mosque and the Christian Church, is the resort to Magic and Mystery, 

THE LIFE AND LETTERS OF ROBERT 

Stephen Hawker, sometime Vicar of Morwenstow in Cornwall. 
By C. E. Byles. With numerous Illustrations by J. Ley 
Pethybridge and others. Demy Sto. 7/. 6^. net. 

Daily Telegraph, — " ... As soon as the volume is opened one finds oneself in the presence 
of a real original, a man of ability, genius and eccentricity, of whont one cannot know 
too much . . . No one will read this fascinating and charmingly produced book witboot 
thanks to Mr. Byles and a desire to visit— or revisit— Morwenstow." 

THE LIFE OF WILLIAM BLAKE. By Alexander 

Gilchrist. Edited with an Introduction by W.Graham Robertson. 
Numerous Reproductions from Blake's most characteristic and 
remarkable designs. Demy 8vo. 10/. 6</. net. New Edition. 

Birmingham Post. — "Nothing seems at all likely ever to supplant the Gilchrist biography. 
Mr. Swinburne praised it magnificently in his own eloquent essay on Blake, and there 
should be no need now to point out its entire sanity, understanding keenness of critical 
insight, and masterly literary style. Dealing with one of the most difficult of subjects, 
it ranks among the finest things of its kind that we possess." 

GEORGE MEREDITH : Some Characteristics. 

By Richard Le Gallienne. With a Bibliography (much en- 
larged) by John Lane. Portrait, etc. Crown 8to. 5/. net. Fifth 
Edition. Revised. 

Punch, — '* All Meredithians must possess ' George Meredith ; Some Characteristics,' by 
Richard Le Gallienne. This book is a complete and excellent guide to the novelist and 
the novels, a sort of Meredithian Bradshaw, with pictures of the traffic superintendent 
and the head office at Boxhill. Even Philistines may be won over by the blandishments 
of Mr. Le Gallienne." 

LIFE OF LORD CHESTERFIELD. An account 

of the Ancestry, Personal Character, and Public Services of the 
Fourth Earl of Chesterfield. By W. H. Craig, M.A. Numerous 
Illustrations. Demy 8vo. 1 2/. 6</. net. 

Times.—** It is the chief point of Bir. Craig's book to show the sterling qualities which 
Chesterfield was at too much pains in concealing, to reject the perishable trivialities of 
his character, and to exhibit him as a philosophic statesman, not Inferior to any of hb 
cootemporaries, except Walpole at one end of his life, and Chatham at the othtr." 



14 A CATALOGUE OF 

A QUEEN OF INDISCRETIONS. The Tiawdy 

of Caroline of Bnmtwicky Qaeen of England. From die Uafia 
of G. P. Clirici. Tnnilated hj Fwmux CuArwuksiL Wkk 
munaxiiis Dliiitratioiit icpfodnoed noooi cxmtwnponmy Poftmis an 
Printt. Demy 8?o. aix. net. 



better taM«tlumblMn^tplaf«d by PkoftnorCtaid. Mr. 
oootiibiitet an uoomnon^ iaiefefliDc and wdQI*iiifiiONd 



LETTERS AND JOURNALS OF SAMUEL 

GRIDLEY HOWE. Edited bj hia Dan^ter Lauka E. 
RiCHAUM. With Notes and a Prenioe by P. B. SAll^o»l^ an 
Introdnctioo by Mrs. Johm Lim, and a Poitrait. Denqr 810 
(9 X 5} inches). 16/. neL 



OmUt*k,^**Thh deeply interaitinc reeoid 
and oontaiiM a ttriking portmit of Howv." 

GRIEG AND HIS MUSIC. By H. T. Fimck, 

Author of ** Wagner and his Works,^ etc. With Dlttstratioiis. 
Crown 8vo. 7/. 61^ net. 

EDWARD A. MACDOWELL : a Biography. By 

Lawrence Gilman, Author of ^Phases of Modon Miisic»'* 
** Straus's ' Salome,' " ** The Munc of To-morrow and Other 
Studies," ^Edward MacdowdV etc. Profusely illiistntecL 
Crown 8vo. 5/. net. 

THE LIFE OF ST. MARY MAGDALEN. 

Translated from the Italian of an Unknown Fourteenth-Ceotury 
Writer by Valentina Hawtrey. With an Introductory Note by 
Vernon Lee, and 14 Full-page Reproductions from the Old Masters. 
Crown 8vo. 5/. net. 

Datfy Newt. — " Miss Valentina Hawtrey bas given a most ejccellent English vcfsioo of tbis 
pleasant work." 

MEN AND LETTERS. By Herbert PAu^ m.p. 

Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. 5/. net. 

Daily News.—" Mr. Herbert Paol has done scholars and the reading world in genera a hi^ 
service in publishing this collection of his essays." 

ROBERT BROWNING: Essays and Thoughts. 

By J. T. Nettleship. With Portrait. Crown 8vo. 5/. W. net. 
(Third Edition.) 
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WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY. A 

Biography by Lewis Melville. With 2 Photogravures and 
numerous other Illustrations. Demy 8vo (9 x 5f inches). 
25/. net. 

*•* In compiUng this hiogra^ky of Thaciermy Mr. LtwU MehnlU, who is admitiuUy 
tb0 mutkority on the subject^ has httn atsitttd hy numerous Tkacieray exports, Mr, 
MeMUe's name has long heen eusocinted with Thackeray ^ not only as fotmder of the 
Titmarsh Club^ but also as the author o/'* The Thackeray County " and tke editor of the 
standard edition of Thackeray's works and " Tkackeray's Stray Papers." For ntany 
^fears Mr. Mehrill* has devoted himself to the collation of meUerial relating to the life antd 
worh of his subject. He has had access to many new letters^ and much tnformeUion has 
ccme to hand since the publication of " The Life of Thackeray." Now that everything 
about the novelist is known^ it seems tkat an appropriate moment has arrived for a new 
biography. Mr. Melville has also compiled a Mliography of Thackerav tkat runs to 
upnmrtls l^joo items, by many kundreds mere tkan contained in any mitkerto issued, 
Tkis section will be imvaluaole to tke collector. Tkackerays speeckes, including several 
never before republiskedt kave also been collected There is a list ttf portraits ^ the 
novelist, etnda sepe^reUe index to the Bibliography, 

A LATER PEPYS. The Correspondence of Sir 

William Wcllcr Pcpys, Bart.» Master in Chancery, 1 758-1825, 
with Mrs. Chapone, Mrs. Hartley, Mrs. Montague, Hannah More, 
William Franks, Sir James Macdonald, Major Rennell, Sir 
Nathaniel Wraxall, and others. Edited, with an Introduction and 
Notes, by Alice C. C. Gaussen. With numerous Illustrations. 
Demy 8vo. In Two Volumes. 32/. net. 



Douglas Sladbn in the Queen, — " This is indbpuubly a most valuable cootribtttioo to tlM 
literature of the eighteeath century. It b a veritM>le storehouse of society gossip, the 
art criticnm, and the mots of fiunons people.'* 



ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON, AN ELEGY; 

AND OTHER POEMS, MAINLY PERSONAL. By 
Richard Le Galuenne. Crown 8?o. 4/. 6^/. net. 

Globe. — **The opening Elegy on R. L. Stevenson includes some tender and touching 
passages, and has throughout the merits of sincerity and clearness." 

RUDYARD KIPLING : a Criticism. By Richard 

Le Galuenne. With a Bibliography by John Lane. Crown 
8to. 3/. 64/. net. 

Scotsman — " It shows a keen insight into the essential qualities of literature, and analyses 
Mr. Kiplin|'s nrodoct with the skill of a craftsman . . . the positive and outstanding 
merits of Mr. Kipling's contribution to the literature of his time are marshalled by hS 
critic with quite uncommon skiU." 

APOLOGIA DIFFIDENTIS. By W. Compton 

Leith. Demy Svo. 7/. 6d. net. 

*•* The book, wkick is largely mutobiograpkical, describes tke effect ofdigUence upon 
an Individual life, and contains, witk a consideration ^ tke nature ^shyness, a plea for 
a kindlier judgment of tke inveterate case. 

Daily Mail—** Mr. Leith has written a irery beautiful book, and perhaps the publisher's 
cUim that this will be a new classic is not too bold." 



i6 MEMOIRS, BIOGRAPHIES, Etc. 
THE TRUE STORY OF MY LIFE : an Auto- 

biography by Auci M. DmOy Nofdii^ Wiiter, and Mofldan. 
Demy 8to. lOf. 6iL net. 

THE LIFE OF W. J. FOX, Public Teacher and 

Social Refonner, '1786-1864. By the Ute Richard Garnett, 
C.B., LL.D., condaded by Edward Garnbtt. Demy Sva 
(9 ^ Sf inches.) i&r. net. 



%* IF. /. F0X «MU m ^mmimmi JSgmm im fmU k li/i /r*m t8ao U f96a. Ft 
mmmn'M hjt A0 6§emmg M^,/9rOUkmm{,t84t'i9ba\ mmd ktwUimiwmys b* rewttm 
Arr kit mti^eimiim wUk S^mik Pimeg Ckf^i, wkt r t JUt Rmdkml 0^§mi0ms mmd /mmt m» m 
prtmdur tmd p ^ pmimr ^rmi&r hfwmgkt kim JM emUmet mriik mm mdommc ^ti circU tffth§mt^»J^ 
f*9pU, Ht wms tkt dite&vtrtr ^thtymO^fia R§Urt Bt^mmimg mmd Nmrrigt Mmwtimemm, 
mmd tkt/rUnd ^f J, S, MUi, N^rme, J^km Fmvtsr, Mmertm^^ tic. As mm AmtiJUm 
Lmmf srmi^r, kg t wm j fg d, kf tkt p»w% ^ kit gU^mtmeg, gtt^imtimtHe mmdignctu Ax m 
j^gUHcimm, kg wmt tkg umtwgrvimt ckmm^igm ^ ageitd r^fitrmt mmd ikg emmsf g/gffrgsmi 
nmiigmmHHgt^ kit mgtt cgMraigd tpggek igimg im tm^^gri ^ kit BiUfgr Nmimmmi Edmcm- 
tigm^ i^fo, m Bili mkick mmOd^migd wumg^ ^ tkg Jmimim ^ftkg Edmcmiimm BiU gf gmr 
gmrn Uwg. Hg digd im iStQ, Tkg prgtmi Li/g kmt iggm cmt^iigd /rmm mummgcr^ 
muUgHml gntrmstgd U Dr» Gmrmgii iy Mn, Bridtif Fgx, 

OTIA : Essays. By Arm inb Thomas Kent. Crown 

Sto. 5/. net 

TERRORS OF THE LAW : being the Portraits 

of Three Lawyers — the original Weir of Hermistoo, '* Bloody 
Jeffreys," and <<Bluidy Advocate Mackenzie." By Francis 
Watt. With 3 Photograyure Portraits. Fcap. 8vo. 4/. 6</. net. 

Tkg Literary World.—** The book ia altogether entertainins ; it is brisk, lively, and 
effective. Mr. Watt has already, in his two series of 'The Law's Lumber Room,' 
established his place as an essayist in legal lore, and the present book will increase his 
reputation." 

CHAMPIONS OF THE FLEET. Captains and 

Men-of-War in the Days that Helped to make the Ismpire. By 
Edward Eraser. With i6 Full-page Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 
6s. 

THE LONDONS OF THE BRITISH FLEET : 

The Story of Ships bearing the name of Old Renown in Naval 
Annals. By Edward Eraser. With 8 Illustrations in colours, 
and 20 in black and white. Crown 8to. 6/. 



JOHN LANE, THE BODLEY HEAD, VIGO STREET, LONDON, \W. 
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